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PART ONE

Prologue

OUT OF THE PAST the scene becomes

vivid my first memory. I can still see them, those

women straining at the ropes and chanting under a

clear autumn sky. Those women who made firm the

foundation of our house. The house in which we were

to live. The house in which Younger Brother was to

be born. The house which would see birth and death

and daily struggle. The house which would be spot-

less and well kept and would hide the deep struggle.

These women remain with me. The sun burned

their faces, the heat smeared them with dirt and

sweat. Their broad grins bared white teeth.

The busy hum of men sawing and nailing rang
3



RESTLESS WAVE

clear in the autumn air. The timbers smelled strong
of new wood. The freshly dug earth was red. The

ropes hung lax from the log of the pile driver. Half a

dozen women bent their backs and gripped the ropes.

They tugged, and the huge log rose. They relaxed,

and the log fell hard, pounding the foundation trench.

The ground so leveled would make firm the build-

ing's foundation. A single high voice started a chant,

and others joined the chorus as the lamenting thud

of the huge log kept time with the chant.

The women were clad in dark kimonos, their sleeves

tucked up in the back. White leggings sheathed their

legs. Over their feet were black, rubber-soled socks.

Sweat streamed from their foreheads. Their heads

were protected from the sun by printed towels. On
the backs of a few of them, babies were strapped

securely. Babies bending and lifting with their

mothers, with the log, with the chant. Gagging, gur-

gling, crying, sleeping babies, strapped to their

mothers' backs. Hungry babies.

The rest period came. The women dropped to the

ground in a circle, wiping the sweat with printed

towels. Mothers bared their large breasts and suckled

their young. They laughed and joked with the men.

In loud voices.

They frightened me, these women. I ran, afraid, to

my father. Are these strange people who work with

men, banter their men, roll up their sleeves are they
women?



PROLOGUE

These women are no longer strange to me. I have

seen them everywhere, working, singing, laughing
with their men. These women no longer dismay me.

I have seen them again and again bending their backs

to support their young. These women no longer make

me fear. I can see them occupying the house whose

foundation they make firm. These women give me

hope.





Early Memories

ELDER SISTER and I were dressed alike,

in kimonos of the same pattern, with obi-sashes of

the same color. In winter we wore thickly padded
kimonos. I buried my neck in my collar like a turtle,

and looked like a round ball. We had long black hair,

brushed to a lustrous shine, hanging down our backs.

Elder Sister Nobu was a bright, attractive
girl.

Her
black eyes danced with laughter and sparkled with

wit. But I was slow in mind and action. Elder Sister

teased me, saying, "You can move faster rolling than

walking on your feet." I looked upon her with admira-

tion, but sometimes with resentment.

We played tag and skipped rope in the garden fac-

ing the living room. When we played tag, I found

the pool beyond the garden a great handicap. It was

shaped like a bottle-gourd for sake wine, narrow in
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the middle. At the narrow part lay an islet which
served as a stepping stone across the pool. Elder Sis-

ter Nobu jumped over the islet to reach the other

side. She was light, and as fast as a rabbit. But I was

heavy. My feet were too short. I had to run all around

the pool to tag her, and by that time she was over

the hill on the other side. "How slow you are, Haru!"

she called down to me. "Catch me if you can!" She

squatted and beckoned, laughingly. I was defeated.

I was shy and wretched when invited to meet

guests. My throat parched, and my face turned red.

I could only hide behind Elder Sister and depend on

her for my answers. No wonder nobody was attracted

tome.

My grandmother pitied me. "You are gentle and

obedient, Haru," she said. "You will make an ideal

bride when you grow up. I shall recommend you as

bride to a large family, where you can live with

your husband's parents. They will be pleased with

an obedient daughter like you."

My grandmother's praise made me happy. I

dreamed of myself as a beautiful bride in long-sleeved

bridal kimono and glossy hairdress studded with

flowered jewels. Throughout my childhood and into

my teens I was docile and obedient, holding my
grandmother's ideal as my ideal. She took pride in the

unselfishness, submissiveness and endurance of a

Japanese wife. The Code of Greater Duties of

Women, drawn up in the seventeenth century, taught

that woman's highest obligation is obedience to man:

to her father before marriage; to her husband when

8
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she marries; to her son if she becomes a widow. To

my grandmother, complete submission was the high-

est virtue of woman.

I was born in Tokyo, in the last stage of the Meiji

period. Japan was no longer the dreamland of Hiro-

shige's beautiful prints. Smoky cities had sprung up
all over the country. Wars had been fought with China

and with Russia. Things were changing, breathlessly.

Old and new clashed everywhere. Feudal Japan had

jumped with a single bound into a new age. But my
grandmother refused to see any change. She wished

her grandchildren to live in the past customs of her

own childhood.

It was not only my grandmother. Even those who

considered themselves modern could not cast off in-

consistent traditional conceptions. Girls were taught

the value of exercise and then made to sit
stiffly, legs

under them, knees close together, eyes straight ahead,

and faces blank. Educational ideas from Western

countries were coming into the schools, but they were

supposed not to conflict with semi-feudal customs. I

lived my childhood in the old tradition.

I never saw my father so happy as the day his son

was born. Elder Sister and I had been sent to Grand-

mother's so as not to disturb Mother while she gave

birth. When we returned home, Father rushed out to

welcome us, saying, "It is a boy baby!" He embraced

Elder Sister, and lifted her high over his head.

Elder Sister screamed with joy, "A baby brother!"

She twisted her lips like a grownup. Knowing it

9
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would please Father, she said, "Honorable Father,

you look very, very happy."
Father burst into a laugh and tickled her under the

chin. "My little daughter knows everything, doesn't

she?" He became excited like this very seldom.

I, the younger, stood silently, unnoticed by Father,

wondering what a baby brother looked like. It was

a hot summer day. The new baby, wearing a white

silk gown, was sleeping in a high crib screened by

mosquito net. A nurse lifted me up to see him. I

thought he was like a monkey with a funny red face,

but I did not say anything. I wanted my mother. It

was not permitted. Everyone was busy and excited,

and I felt lonesome and neglected. I knew it had not

been like this when I, second daughter, was born.

When I returned to the living room, our gardener

was there in his new coolie coat. It was dark blue with

our house name on the collar in white letters. "Honor-

able master," he said, "I deeply congratulate you on

the birth of your first son." Prostrating himself on the

hard wooden floor of the corridor to the living room,

he bowed his head many times. Aunts and uncles came

to offer congratulations. "The foundation of the house

is now sound and solid," they repeated again and

again. Younger Brother was treated like a treasure

from the day of his birth.

When he was two years old, my mother died. It was

Boys' Day, on the fifth day of the fifth month, and

Younger Brother's streamer was flying high outside

the house. I wanted to join him as he reached out to-

ward the streamer from the arms of his maid, but I
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was held back by the feeling that something unusual

was happening. I, four years old, knew nothing of

death. Mysterious death had no connection with

Mother, lying so quiet, covered with silken spread as

if she were alive. But Elder Sister was crying uncon-

trollably, leaning against Grandmother's knee. Grand-

mother too was sobbing. I stared at them, motionless,

then looked again at Mother's face as she lay so still,

her eyes closed, her lovely white hands crossed on

her chest. Why did she not open her eyes and call,

"Hani"?

She was young and beautiful. Often she had held

me on her lap and said, "I shall love you always."

When she was sick I had wanted to lie in her bed,

but she had refused me sternly. Much later I knew

she died of tuberculosis. Her skin was smooth, and

always she had used a sweet-smelling lip pomade,

daintily putting the tip of her little finger into a beau-

tifully painted jar,
and applying the pomade to the

center of her lower lip.

On this day her lips,
still tinted in the center, did

not move. Her black hair, combed sleek, was spread
over the pillow. My heart yearning for her tender

love, I searched for some reminder of it. Incense was

burning at the head of her bed. I did not like the

smell. It kept from me my mother's fine fragrance,

and I cried.

On the day of the funeral we were all dressed in

white silk kimonos and obi-sashes. We traveled in

rickshas to the Buddhist Temple, in solemn proces-

sion headed by the coffin with its decorations of gold
11
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and silver lotus flowers. My young uncle held me on

his knees. People in the street stepped aside to let us

pass. I was greatly impressed with the importance of

the occasion, and considered myself favored.

The Temple, gloomy-dark after the bright sun-

shine, had a stale, unpleasant odor. The images of

Buddha glowed in faint candlelight. We sat on the

floor and listened to the long prayer of the Buddhist

priest. Grandmother, sitting beside me, closed her

eyes and moved her lips, softly repeating the prayer.

I waited impatiently for it to be over.

Our house
1

, after the services, was sorrowful, every-

one speechless, walking with heavy steps. The rela-

tives left, and only Grandmother remained. Then

suddenly I realized I had no mother, and I was lonely.

Elder Sister was sick in bed with the measles, and I

missed her counsel. When no one was near, I tiptoed

to her room and peeped through the slightly opened

paper sliding door. She smiled at me, her face blotchy

against the flowered counterpane. Younger Brother,

lying beside me at night, lifted his tiny head and said,

"I wish that Mother would come back very soon."

This made me sadder still, and I cried myself to sleep.

The first day Elder Sister was able to sit up, Grand-

mother made some red rice. Red rice was eaten only

on special occasions, such as a return from a long

journey, a graduation, or a recovery from illness. Be-

fore we started to eat the rice, Grandmother said,

"We must give the first bowl to your mother." She

dished some rice into Mother's bowl and reverently

12
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placed it in front of the family shrine, in which there

was a tablet for Mother.

Every morning Grandmother sat in front of the

shrine and burned incense, praying with eyes closed.

Whenever we received gifts of candies or cakes, she

made us place them in front of the shrine before we
ate them. An inedible gift was placed in the shrine for

Mother to see. Very often the Buddhist priest came to

the house to hold special services and prayers for

Mother. He was dressed in a long purple gown, and

his head was shaved close. As he prayed, he bowed

repeatedly and rang a small wooden gong. At the end

of the prayer he said eight or nine times something
that sounded to me like, "Save me Amida Buddha,

save me Amida Buddha." Then Grandmother and we
three children, who had sat quietly behind him, went

in turn to the shrine and burned incense.

Several months after Mother's death, Father had a

talk with Grandmother. He said that he understood

her devotion to his children, but that now he released

her from the care of them. "My children are growing

up in a new age," he said. "I must educate them so

that they can meet its challenge with knowledge.

Many of the old customs are no longer useful."

Grandmother said in a resigned voice, "So let it be."

When we knew that she was leaving, we implored
Father to let us go with her, but he said sternly, "This

is your home. This is where you stay."

After Grandmother departed, the family shrine was

put away in a closet and not even dusted for many
years to come. The priest never again appeared.

13
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Father forbade us to offer food or
gifts, or to burn

incense for Mother. He explained that once a person

dies, he turns to earth and has no use for these things.

He did not believe in
spirits. He never went to

Mother's grave and never talked about her. We
thought he had forgotten her and we must refrain

from mentioning her in his presence. It was not until

many years later that we discovered how much Father

really loved and missed our mother.



My Father

FATHER WAS a college professor. An intel-

lectual and a scientist, he was full of the contradic-

tions of all enlightened Japan. He believed firmly in

the charter oath of the Emperor Meiji, "that harmful

customs must be abolished and that knowledge of the

entire world shall be sought." He believed just as

firmly that only the educated few were qualified to

interpret a changing world and to know which were

the harmful customs. He tried to reconcile science

with superstition by explaining in reasonable terms

the wisdom of the old rules, and by giving them a

scientific basis. Where a scientific explanation was

untenable, he passed off the matter as a law of nature.

Much of Father's spirit of inquiry stopped at his

own front gate. His home was to him a background
where elaborate rules of Japanese etiquette, the signs
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of good breeding, had to be observed. In his home he

was master, to be respected and revered. I obeyed and

honored him; but my docile nature was better able to

appreciate the established world of my grandmother
than to puzzle about a world in which motion never

stood still long enough for me to meditate about it.

Father's jinrikisha, pulling into the gate, made a

crunching sound on the graveled path. The jinrikiman

called, "Okaeri! Your master has come back!" and all

the members of the household rushed to the front

genkan to greet him. The servants halted their work.

We all knelt and bowed our heads as he came through
the door. This ceremony was a routine which we went

through twice a day, when Father left the house in the

morning and when he returned in the evening.

Occasionally Father returned on foot and came in

without warning through the servants' entrance. The

first one who saw him announced loudly, "Your mas-

ter has come back!" and at the same moment squatted

on the floor and bowed. The rest of the family rushed

to the back entrance in confusion. Sometimes Father

entered before we all were assembled. Then we

dropped anywhere in the room, before he passed.

The large and spacious genkan, the main entrance,

was reserved for Father and for guests. The rest of

the family used the side genkan, which was smaller

and always cluttered with geta, or clogs. We girls were

told to keep our geta in orderly manner or no one

would want us for brides.

Father changed from Western clothes to long ki-

mono as soon as he returned home. Then he sat on

16
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his large special cushion and sipped his tea. When
the tea was to his taste, he lingered over it. In the

dining room there was always hot water boiling on

the hibachi. When guests arrived, tea was served to

them immediately, even before they were formally

received by Father. During their stay their cups were

frequently refilled. We had been disciplined to be

very quiet while guests were in the house. Even our

quarrels were restrained in tone. Sometimes when a

guest stayed so long that we had to wait supper for

Father, we turned the brooms upside down, believing

this would chase guests out.

With supper, Father occasionally had sake wine.

This was served warm, and he enjoyed it slowly. His

face grew red, and we would receive his attention.

With the wine he had sashimi, a plate of raw tuna fish

decorated with white radish sliced fine and a carrot

cut in flower-shape with a piece of green horseradish

in the center. We all admired this attractive dainty,

but never said anything about its being served only

to Father.

Quite unexpectedly there appeared in our dining

room an enormous table and chairs. Placed under it

to protect the tatami-mat flooring was a deep-piled

rug. Father said sitting on the floor with our legs

under us was bad for our health and posture. Although
we liked the novelty of the table, Younger Brother

and I could scarcely see over the top, and we found it

impossible to manipulate our chopsticks properly.

Soon we knelt on our chairs in order to eat in greater

comfort. The maid sat on the floor as usual and was

17
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embarrassed every time she had to jump up and travel

the length of the long table to replenish our rice bowls.

The table soon disorganized the entire household. The

maids did much grumbling. It interfered with their

cleaning, they said, and they bumped against its sides.

The rug kept curling up and tripping them. A short

time later, just as unexpectedly, the table disappeared.

Father said Japanese girls must be trained to sit on

the floor. The table found a place in his study, as

supplement to his desk.

On the wall in the dining room hung a large map
of the world, and often after dinner Father pointed to

the pretty pink of Japan, to the soft green of China,

and across the wide expanse of blue to the yellow of

the United States. He discussed the different customs

in these and other countries. It became a game for us

to find New York, London, Paris, Berlin, and other

cities on the map.
In the spring of my sixth year I entered elementary

school which Elder Sister already was attending.

Father, with fearsome pride, followed our educational

development. When he took trips away from home,

he corrected with red ink the letters we wrote him,

and sent them back to us. To facilitate our learning

the many Japanese characters, he had us keep diaries.

Elder Sister and I were to receive a sound education

Father never let us forget it so as to become better

wives and wiser mothers. In tending to our studies

we were not to forget our gentleness as women. Man
remained woman's superior. "It is an incontestable

biological law," said Father, "which keeps woman
18
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tied to her home." He esteemed his son more than his

daughters, for by natural superiority his son would

carry on the destiny of the house; his daughters would

be given away as brides and would then belong

wholly to their husbands' families.

Father was near-sighted and wore glasses. He said

that as a youth he had pored over his books, even

closing the outer shutters during the day and study-

ing by lamplight so as not to be disturbed. Much of

his reading was in English and German, and he said

he had strained his eyes by picking out the tiny letters

in these languages. In spite of this he started our study

of English at an early age. He drew big letters of the

alphabet in black brush ink on large papers and hung
them around the playroom walls. To me they looked

like bits of wire twisted in fantastic shapes. We re-

peated each letter after Father, and soon were able

to rattle off the A B C's. But when he asked us to

begin at the other end, that was not so easy.

Our school reports Father scanned carefully, and

when they pleased him, he rewarded us by little ex-

cursions on the Day of the Sun, which was a school

but not a business holiday.

Throughout my schooldays, I did well in everything
but singing. When called upon to sing alone before

the class, I was unhappy and did poorly; but at home
I sang loudly, trying to imitate the beautiful voice of

Elder Sister, who laughed at my efforts. Speaking be-

fore the class also frightened me. When it was my turn

to stand on the platform, I forgot the stories I knew
so well and stared blankly at the blurred faces before

19
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me. The teacher said, "You are good in mathematics,

composition and penmanship, but you are so shy when

you have to speak before the class. But since you will

not be a public performer when you grow up, I will

excuse you." Once I received a less than perfect rat-

ing in sewing. Since sewing was one of the most

important womanly arts, I was mortified when I

handed my report to Father. To my surprise he made

no comment, and took me as well as Elder Sister on

our first trip to Asakusa Park.

On such occasions Father had us wear our Western

clothes. Elder Sister was especially pleased because

of her new high-buttoned shoes. Not so with me. I

would have preferred the colorful long-sleeved ki-

mono that most of the other children were wearing,

and the thick wooden geta with bells attached that

made a happy tinkle as they walked.

Asakusa Park is a noisy amusement park located in

the heart of Tokyo. The less-favored of Tokyo's five

million inhabitants found the park a welcome release

from the tense life of their crowded city. After riding

on the street car an hour and changing cars twice, we

reached the entrance and were drawn into a swirl of

merrymakers. Souvenir and amusement booths lined

the pathway, and the crying of hawkers and the gaiety

of people was like the buzzing of a million bees. I

could hardly tear myself away from the marionette

show, in which a girl
in pink tights, her cheeks and

lips heavily painted, danced on a huge ball.

Carried along by the crowd, we arrived at an open

space, where I could again breathe easily. Here was

20
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Kannon Temple, the Temple of the Goddess of Mercy.

Old women holding children's hands were resting on

the few available benches. Pigeons flew down from

the roof to be fed from our hands. A continuous pro-

cession of people climbed the stairs leading to the

Temple, rang the gong by pulling on a heavy rope of

twisted red and white cotton cloth, prayed for a mo-

ment, then slipped offerings into one of the many slots

in a large padlocked box. It was said that at least a

million yen was deposited in the box each year, in the

hope that the Goddess of Mercy would deal kindly

with the givers. Elder Sister and I took turns at pull-

ing the thick rope with both hands, but the gong made

only a feeble sound. Peering into the dim interior,

we distinguished the figure of the Kannon sitting far

back at the end of the Temple.
We went next to the famous Twelve Story Tower,

the highest in Japan, and climbed the spiral staircase

to the very top. My head whirled dizzily, and I had

to brace myself before I could look over the pano-
ramic view below. Sumida River shone like a silver

cord crawling and winding through rows of toy
houses. On the other side of the river, black smoke

curled thick from many factory chimneys. Spacious

Uyeno Park was like a small green hill covered with

miniature trees, out of which peeked the vermilion

top of Gojuno Pagoda.
On solid ground again, wide-eyed I gazed at the

posters outside the theaters. Names of actors were

dyed white in big characters on bright-colored stream-

ers strung from poles. With five or six such poles each
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theater beckoned to the sightseers, irresistibly. Father

explained that the entertainment in these theaters was

of a cheap variety and not suited for young children.

We never questioned his authority, but it was with

heart-heavy sense of missing something that we
watched other children with their parents disappear
inside.

For our next trip, Father suggested Hibiya Park

with its hills and wide lawns. Here where the crowds

were more leisurely, Elder Sister could promenade
and display her Western clothes to advantage. We
walked hand in hand, conscious of admiring glances

from the onlookers; but I felt that the attentions of all

were centered on the beautiful long feather in Elder

Sister's white hat, which shook in greeting as she

walked.

Once on the Day of the Sun we were taken to a

new department store of six stories, the highest in

Tokyo at that time. People entering it had to remove

their geta; and for people like us, who wore Western

shoes, shoe-covers were provided. Father stepped on

the escalator which carried people to the first floor,

and we, mystified, followed him. My feet slipped, but

I grasped the moving belt just in time, and floated up-
wards. I soon found, to my dismay, that one of the

covers was gone from my shoes. Thereafter I tried to

be as inconspicuous as possible. When we reached

the exit my heart pounded with fear of a rebuke, but

the attendant bowed us out silently.

On the other side of the street we entered a sta-

tionery store, where, to my joy, no shoe-coverings
22
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were necessary. I spied the thousand-year pens and

hoped I might have one. But Father purchased long

pencils for us, and said, "When you become learned

and entitled to a fountain pen, then you shall have

one.



Home and Play

OUR HOUSE of two stories was built on a

sloping hillside and hidden from view of the street by
a stone and wooden fence. From outside the fence

one could see only a wave of gray tile on the roof. We
lived in a quiet residential section of uptown Tokyo,
where other professors and government officials lived.

All the houses there were enclosed behind borders of

high fence, as if refusing the dust of the street.

Formerly our land had been a woods, and many
large maple, bamboo, pine and Gingko trees still re-

mained. I liked the fruit trees best of all. In autumn,

with swish of falling leaves the persimmons turned

orange-red. The branches were so heavy with the

fruit that we thought they would snap. When the

persimmons were gone, the chestnuts began to ripen.

After a stormy night many of them fell to the ground.
I would lie awake listening to the blowing sound of
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the wind, and in the morning hurry outdoors to gather

the chestnuts. I wore high clogs in order to walk

safely on the wet ground. In winter only the pine

trees remained green, spreading their branches in

austere dignity among the naked winter trees. Then

the pool beyond the garden was covered to keep the

water from freezing. Bamboo sticks were placed over

it, and on them were stretched mats with a thick

covering of dry pine needles. The pool, covered, was

like a mound in the pine-tree forest. We peeped

through a small opening and could see the goldfish

lying motionless at the dark bottom of the water. At

the breaking of winter frost, the plum blossoms

bloomed with delicate fragrance along the branch

above the dining room eaves. Uguisu-birds with green

wings visited the tree, and, hidden by the blossoms,

sang beautifully all day. The tall cherry-blossom tree

beside the gate bloomed in the spring, its lacy-curtain-

flowers hanging low. Soon its white petals danced in

the air and fluttered to roof and ground, and we picked

up the fallen petals and made them into wreaths.

With summer, purple eggplant and green cucum-

ber ripened in our small vegetable garden. Once, be-

fore our handyman Jiya came to us, chrysanthemums
and dahlias had bloomed in this plot. Father, who was

very fond of chrysanthemums, asked Jiya to cultivate

them. But Jiya was a stubborn old farmer who never

hesitated to say what he thought, even to the master

of the house. "You can't eat flowers," he said to

Father. "It's a waste of good land. Let me use just this

little patch for vegetables."
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He was given his way, and he sowed the seeds and

placed human manure over the ground as fertilizer.

The farmers in Japan always use it for vegetables and

rice. As the rear entrance of our house faced the

vegetable garden, the servants protested vigorously

at the bad odor. Jiya paid no attention to them. "We
will have a good vegetable garden next summer," he

said.

But the odor became so objectionable that finally

Father intervened, explaining that the manure was

offensive and unsanitary. Jiya looked at him in be-

wilderment, but promised that thereafter he would

use artificial fertilizer. He walked off mumbling to

himself, "What a waste of good excrement! What a

waste of good excrement!"

Having been a farmer, Jiya continued his habit of

rising when the sun rose in the east. He then pro-

ceeded to waken the other servants by knocking at

the wooden shutters. Ignoring their objections to be-

ing aroused so early, he removed the sliding shutters

from the grooves. These shutter-panels were stacked

during the day in a closet at the end of the long porch.

Later in the morning Jiya removed the rest of the

panels, beginning at the far end of the house, and

working toward our rooms.

Each morning I was awakened by the gam-gam
clatter of the panels. Floating in half-sleep, I listened

to the sound. When Jiya reached our room, the re-

moval of each shutter sent another shaft of light

streaming through the paper sliding screens, until

finally the night-heavy room was flooded with light.
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Each morning the sun made different shadows of

hanging branches on the paper screens stretched on

latticed frames.

"It is time to get up," Jiya called, and added mis-

chievously, "Your eyes will rot if you sleep late."

I could smell the bean soup cooking in the kitchen

while I washed my face. This welcome smell wak-

ened me fully, and I hurried to the dining room be-

fore the others. "What is in the bean soup, Kimi?" I

would ask. "Not spinach!" I did not like the greenish

smell of spinach.

If she answered, "Wakame" I was glad. Wdkame is

seaweed of soft blue-green color and has the rich

smell of the sea.

In summer our breakfast consisted of this bean

soup, steaming hot rice, salted cucumbers and egg-

plant from the garden. We children were given a raw

egg each. It was broken into a small cup, seasoned

with sugar, and beaten with a chop stick before we
drank it with great relish. As master of the house,

Father had an additional dish of cooked vegetables.

I had seen Jiya pour his bean soup over his rice, and

I tried to imitate him. Father corrected me: "Little

daughter, that is not the proper way to eat your
food."

After my breakfast I watched Jiya eat in the serv-

ants' room. Three times he refilled his rice bowl,

poured bean soup over it, and swallowed it quickly,

without chewing. I told him how I had been cor-

rected for doing it. "That is right, honorable little
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one," he said. "It is bad for your stomach. I must eat

this way because I have no teeth."

Jiya told us many stories and brought us many tra-

ditions of the farm. While he remained with us, we
never failed to observe the star festival on the seventh

day of the seventh month. On this eve, Jiya cut two

bamboo trees from our garden. One he called male

and one female. He placed them on the front porch,

where we decorated them with colorful tanzaku-

strings, narrow strips of paper on which poems were

written. A table covered with fruits and vegetables

was placed as an offering to the stars between the

two bamboos. Gazing up at the stars, we listened to

Jiya recite the legend.

"Two stars who were in love with each other lived

on either side of the River of Heaven," he said. "They
were permitted to meet only once a year, on the sev-

enth day of the seventh month. If it rains that night

they cannot meet. The rain is their tears. But if the

sky is clear, the two loving stars shine brightly be-

cause they are happy, and they promise a good har-

vest. That is what makes me so happy tonight." Jiya's

face shone.

Elder Sister Nobu was very beautiful to me under

the bright stars. She recited:

On the River of Heaven

At the place of the ferry

The princess cried,

"Oh ferryman make haste across the stream>

My prince comes but once a year."
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Softly I repeated the words, pretending that she was

the princess.

Younger Brother and I played beautifully together,

even though I envied him as the center of the family.

But he and Elder Sister were always quarreling. One

day they started shrieking and screaming because she

wouldn't let him play with her doll. At first I paid no

attention because it had happened so often; but after

a while I was sorry for Younger Brother so unhappily

crying. I gave him my favorite doll and told him he

could keep it always, and I played with him the rest

of the afternoon.

The next evening, on his return home, Father

handed me a box tied with red ribbon. "It is a present
for you, little daughter," he smiled.

I was surprised. Never before had I alone received

a
gift. A rosy-cheeked, golden-haired doll clad in

Western dress was sleeping in the box.

"Look! Her eyes are blue!" Elder Sister exclaimed

in astonishment when I lifted the doll from the box.

"It is an American doll," Father informed us.

This doll became my most treasured possession. I

guarded it tenderly for many years.

For Elder Sister and me, the Doll Festival, on the

third day of the third month, was an important occa-

sion. Once, a week before the Festival, I cut my hand

on glass when I was playing the role of wife with

Younger Brother. I was confined to bed because of

the deep cut, and Father said there would be no

Festival for us that year. Elder Sister reproached me

hotly: "How could you be so foolish as to cut your
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hand at this time!" My heart was shamed and gloomy.
Elder Sister pleaded with Father: "But the Ohina-

sama will be unhappy and cry in the storeroom if we
do not take them out and decorate them." The Ohina-

sama dolls are carefully stored away in individual

boxes, and taken out only once a year for the Doll

Festival. As second daughter I did not have a set of

my own, but was permitted to share Elder Sister's.

Father finally relented just one day before the cele-

bration, and, with my right hand in a sling, I happily

helped Elder Sister prepare the dolls. We set out the

special tiered platform of five steps, and covered it

with a scarlet rug. On the top step we reverently

placed the Emperor and Empress. Just below we put
the stately courtiers and ladies of the court. Beneath

these came the five court musicians with their flutes

and drums. The fourth step held the lowest rank of

the court the footmen. The last step was reserved for

household accessories beautifully lacquered furni-

ture with gold design, dishes, and other articles. All

the dolls were garbed in exact miniature reproduction
of the ancient official court dress. Even the material

was the same as that used in the official imperial cos-

tumes. I wanted to decorate some of my own every-

day dolls and place them on the lowest step, but Elder

Sister would not permit it. "We cannot have such plain

dolls mix with royalty," she said.

In the evening, little girl playmates were invited to

join us. Beautifully colored bonbon lanterns glowed
on the top of the doll platform, casting pink-cherry-

blossom color on the faces of the dolls. We sat in front
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of the platform in hushed reverence and watched the

expression of their faces change in the flickering light.

The party repast of sweet wine and candy was served

to us and to the dolls in the dolls' dishes. We believed

that they too partook of the feast.

Younger Brother, the only boy to participate in the

festival, did not relish his secondary role on this occa-

sion, and became sullen. Nobu upbraided him. "It is

only because of the girls
that you are able to have

these goodies."

"All right," he said with spirit,
"but wait till the boys'

festival, then I shall be lord."

When Boys' Day came, on the fifth day of the fifth

month, each family set up outside the house a special

pole on which was hung a colorful streamer shaped
like a fish. Younger Brother, as the only boy in the

family, had a streamer twenty feet long. This Nobori,

or streamer, signifies "swimming against the current

no matter how strong and swift." It is supposed to

inspire boys to be courageous and to overcome all

obstacles.

We watched the beautiful, vari-colored streamers

waving against the deep May sky. Younger Brother

said with satisfaction, "You girls have no such beauti-

ful streamers." Inside the house was a display of dolls

representing house-warriors and heroes of old legends.

Younger Brother also had miniature swords and bows

and arrows and a set of armor, and he pretended that

he was a stout warrior. Many little boys were invited

to join him in the festivities, but we girls were not so

honored. Consoling ourselves, we sniffed, "In spite of
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his show of bravery, Little Brother cries very easily

when he is upset."

Nothing exciting ever happened on our quiet street.

Not far away, however, was the business section.

Here the street was narrow and crowded with small

stores. Wedged in between the fish, meat, and vege-

table shops were the crowded ugly shacks of the poor.

Here dull-scaled fish were displayed in large open

dishes, lifelessly floating in stale water mixed with

blood. We held our noses whenever we passed by.

The public bathhouse with thick smoke puffing stead-

ily from black chimneys was next to the vegetable

store. Frequently we met people with red-shiny faces,

coming out with their soap, swinging their wet bath

towels cheerfully. The most popular shop was the one

which sold sweet potatoes. Here customers were al-

ways waiting for the potatoes to be removed from the

large round iron oven. When the heavy wooden cover

was lifted, thick white steam carried with it the sweet

scent of the potatoes, and customers rushed to buy
them.

Children played marbles and jacks in the middle

of the street. Young girls
of ten or eleven carried a

little sister or brother tied on their backs. The infants'

pinkish arms and legs flapped, and they pulled their

sisters' hair. Housewives with their sleeves tucked

back chatted loudly with one another. Their voices

were drowned out by the bell of the bean peddler,

who was dressed in long tight cotton trousers and had

a towel wound around his head. The sweetened boiled

beans he carried in two wooden buckets suspended
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from either end of a bamboo stick. Between peals of

the bell he cried, "Hot steaming beans! Hot steaming

beans!"

The tofu, or bean curd, peddler always blew a horn

to announce his appearance. He too carried his buck-

ets on a bamboo pole, and tofu floated in the water in

the buckets. I was told the story that the man who

made tofu took a bath in the same tub every night,

and for some time I was unable to eat tofu although I

was very fond of it.

A clog repairer, a tinsmith, and an umbrella mender

came along the street, each calling his trade in his own

noisy fashion. The ragman, by contrast, had a droll

and sleepy voice. The large basket on his back ac-

cepted everything as merchandise, even old papers
and broken bottles.

For children, the really popular vendors were the

Ame-uri. These traveled in couples and sold candies

and lollipops formed into colored birds and animals.

Now one of these chindonya couples came down the

street. Bells and drums which they played sounded

"Chin don, chin don." The woman's outer kimono skirt

was tucked up, showing her red petticoat. The man
wore white leggings underneath his kimono. Each one

balanced a large, shallow wooden washtub filled with

candy on his head. The brass rims of the tubs flashed

in bright sunshine. Around the rims waved many-
colored little flags. Beating drums which hung from

their shoulders, the man and woman danced along in

perfect step while we children followed excitedly

close behind. We were awe-struck that they could
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balance the tubs on their heads without holding them.

When a crowd of children had gathered, the couple

stopped, and the man began, "Welcome, children.

Today we have brought a special treat for you. Only
a penny each!" He rolled his drum, and the woman
started to sing in high-pitched voice. Her make-up
showed that at one time she had been a country enter-

tainer. Her partner began to sing with her in his deep
voice. High voice and low voice rolled between them

like a ball. When their song was finished and a much

larger crowd, including many adults, had gathered,

the man again beat his drum and announced: "Wel-

come again! See what I have brought you. With each

purchase of candy one of these lovely little flags will

be given free." He pulled out a red flag.

A little girl rushed from the crowd with short hurry-

ing steps, and returned with a flag in her hand and a

red lollipop-bird in her mouth. Many more children

rushed forward like sparrows. Some tugged at their

mothers' skirts, pleading for pennies; others ran home
to see if they could get a penny there. In a few minutes

most of the children were busy licking candy and

holding flags proudly. The unfortunate ones stood by,

greedily chewing their fingers.

Elder Sister and I watched the performance with

no thought of purchasing the candy, which we had

been taught was unsanitary. In addition, it was bad

manners to ask for money, or to buy candy on the

street. But secretly I wondered what the candy tasted

like.

I memorized the song which the woman sang, and
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back at home I dramatized it with Younger Brother.

I placed a cushion on my head. Younger Brother beat

the drum. I sang the song of the tragic experience of

a girl who dared to fall in love. Just as we were in the

midst of this intense scene, Father arrived home and

stood horrified. Hastily I dropped the cushion and

made a low bow.

Father said severely, "What is this? Does my little

daughter imitate street performers and sing undigni-
fied songs?"

After that we were no longer permitted to see the

chindonya. I stood at the front gate every afternoon,

hoping that sometime they would pass our house, but

all I could hear was the familiar sound in the distance,

"Chin don, chin don." They never came along our

quiet street.



Second Mother

ONE COLD and dreary winter night I lay

awake listening lonesomely to the blind masseur play-

ing a melancholy tune on his flute. Suddenly fire bells

rang out clear. I grasped Elder Sister's hand in terror.

We knew that if a fire had started in the crowded sec-

tion it would spread quickly, destroying completely
the inflammable wood and paper houses. We knew
that we were safe from its cruel onslaught, but we lay

awake most of that night, trembling at the thought of

the havoc it was bringing.

After that fear-shadowed night we no longer
wanted to sleep in our own bedroom, which was in

the far wing of the house. Father slept upstairs, on

the opposite side of the house. We asked if we might

change to the dining room, since it was in the exact

center of the house and we could hear walking and
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voices if we were there. At first Father would not

consent, but our persistent and polite pleading won

his permission to change temporarily. The maid de-

clared that our sleeping in the dining room would

interfere with the proper serving of breakfast. Finally

it was decided that we would eat breakfast in the

small room next to the kitchen; and Elder Sister, who

usually disliked household tasks, gladly helped each

evening with the moving of our bedding from our

room to the dining room.

One night while we were sleeping there, I awoke

suddenly. Thin light from the living room leaked into

the darkness between the sliding screens, and I heard

Father talking to someone in a whisper. Then a woman

spoke: "I quite understand the way you feel, but it is

very difficult for a man to take care of three children

alone. They need a mother, ne.*"

My ears pricked up to catch carefully the rest of the

conversation which was about us.

Father was silent and the woman continued: "I

observed her with her sister's little children, who are

about the same ages as yours, and I found her both

able and tender. I therefore thought she would make
an ideal mother for your children."

There was silence for a while; then Father's voice

came hesitatingly through the thin paper wall, "Of

course I would like a good mother for my children,

but" He stopped.

* The Japanese ne is roughly equivalent to the French
nest ce pas.
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Again the woman's low voice: "I realize you wish

time to make a decision, but I am sure that no more

suitable person can be found. Though she is twenty-

eight years old, there is nothing wrong with her. She

is a sewing teacher in a high school. Her younger sis-

ter married before her, and she lost her chance. I can

recommend her whole-heartedly as an ideal wife for

you."

My heart beat wildly, and I tried to hear more; but

the voices became indistinct and soon I fell asleep.

Next morning I wondered whether I had actually

heard this conversation which was like conversation

in a dream. Not knowing, I did not share it with Elder

Sister. It would have been impertinent to ask Father,

so my heart pondered it all alone.

A short time afterward, Father announced that soon

we would have a mother again. Younger Brother, on

hearing the news, ran through the house calling, "At

last Mother is coming back!"

A large celebration was held to welcome new

mother to our house. The sliding paper screens be-

tween the dining room and living room and drawing
room were taken away, to make one large room of

three. Elder Sister and I, dressed in our best kimonos,

sat at rigid attention, staring at the strange faces of

the many guests. Father and new Mother were close

beside me. Since the bride was marrying a widower,

she was dressed in sober kimono, trimmed with the

white collar of the under-kimono; she wore neither

flowers nor other ornaments in her hair. Her severe

dress called attention to the diamond in her ring as she
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rested her white hand on her knee. I studied her

glimpsingly, and my impression was favorable. I

would have liked to gaze at her longer, but I could

not do so without twisting.

Individual red-lacquered tables about a foot high,

laden, as was customary, with all the courses at once,

were placed before the guests. We children received

exactly the same food as the others. This was a formal

dinner, and consisted of delicacies of "mountain and

sea" served in porcelain bowls and plates. While the

warmed sake was being poured for the guests, I

lifted my lacquered cup with both hands, pretending

that I too had wine. In the excitement, the cup

dropped from my hands, hit the corner of my table,

and noisily rolled over to where Elder Sister was sit-

ting. She began to giggle. She tried to control herself

by placing her long wide sleeve over her lips, but still

queer sounds continued. My cheeks burned. Had I

ruined my performance before new Mother and all

the guests? Indignant at Elder Sister for laughing at

me, I hung my head. When I finally raised it, I was

relieved to see that no one seemed to have noticed

my mishap. I quivered lest Father mention it after the

feast, but it was to Elder Sister he directed his repri-

mand: "It is unbecoming for my daughter to forget

her dignity before guests."

The next morning I was playing in the playroom
with a multi-colored paper balloon. It jumped up and

down on my palm with a pong-pong sound, and its

colors made a beautiful design as it floated in the air.

I was following it with my eyes when I heard my
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name called. Startled, I dropped the balloon and

stood without saying a word. Someone bent down,

picked up the balloon, and threw it to me. I caught
it mechanically. She smiled encouragingly, and I, flat-

tered by the attention, threw it back to her. Then I

realized that this was not just another guest, but a

member of the household my new mother.

Second Mother soon submerged herself in the ex-

acting duties of Father's household. She submitted

with strict obedience to carrying out Father's wishes.

This was accepted as a matter of course; but so sub-

missively did she discharge her duties that even in the

internal affairs of the house, which she was supposed
to control, she did not emerge as a real person. With

patient tenseness she applied herself almost grimly to

warding off that deadly bugbear of a Japanese wife-

failure in fulfilling her obligations. Though she later

bore my father two children, she feared to show any
sentiment toward them lest it be misconstrued as

favoritism. She was not well after their births, and wet

nurses were employed to look after them.

She was very kind to Elder Sister and me, but

Younger Brother was her favorite. On his first day of

school she attired him in a new outfit she had made,

and accompanied him to the school. Upon his return

home she had him photographed in the front entrance

of the house. A special feast celebrated this important
event.

After new Mother's arrival, heat, electricity, a tele-

phone, and a phonograph were installed in our house.

Father always welcomed new conveniences from the
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Western World. Our house was one of the first to have

gas-heating stoves. Father explained to his guests,

after they had overcome their astonishment at "the

water pipes," that to suffer inconvenience in an indus-

trial age was foolish and not in keeping with the grow-

ing spirit of progress. When our gas-light was replaced

by electricity, we were thrilled at being able to pro-

duce light by a twist of a switch. The advent of the

telephone enhanced our prestige in the neighbor-

hood. It was a rare and expensive instrument, and

rightly regarded as a treasure. It seldom rang, but

when it did, poor Kimi bowed before it and always

bumped her head. It was useless to tell her it wasn't

necessary to bow; she insisted that it was her duty to

pay respect to the spirit of the unseen.

It was the phonograph that gave us the most pleas-

ure. When it was delivered, everyone ceased work

and gathered in the living room to scrutinize and

hear this wonder. The box was small, with a large

horn. Father wound it up slowly, stopping every few

turns to look at our awed faces. He inserted the needle

deliberately, and put on a record. We held our breaths

and sat motionless until the record was finished.

Father was pleased at the reception given the new

machine, and asked us to choose the kinds of records

we wanted. Elder Sister was in favor of Western

operas, while Mother, supported by the maids, pre-
ferred Japanese classic music. Younger Brother asked

for military marches, and I wanted children's songs. It

was not long before the Western music predominated,
for Elder Sister practically monopolized the phono-
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graph. She practiced every day the soprano and colo-

ratura voices. I laughed and clapped my hands when

she held her throat and pulled the flesh in and out to

make her voice tremble.

One evening Father announced that an English

teacher would come to the house once a week so that

Mother might take up the study of English. She tim-

idly asserted that she was too old to learn anything
new. Father assured her that he did not expect her to

master the English language; he only wanted her to

learn enough so as not to open an English book up-
side down. I watched Mother during her weekly les-

son laboriously picking out large letters in a child's

picture book.

After school one rainy afternoon, when Mother was

attending a domestic science class where Father had

suggested she might learn Western cooking, I settled

myself comfortably with a magazine. Thumbing it

through, I was annoyed to find some sewed-up pages.

This had happened many times since the day Mother

had looked at a magazine which Nobu had borrowed

from one of the girls at school. Mother had prevailed

upon us to tell her what magazines we wanted, since

she would be happy to buy them for us. She bought

them, but always censored them before we saw them.

This time I decided to find out what the sewed-up

pages contained.

Carefully, so as to be able to replace it, I pulled out

the cotton thread. Hurriedly and with a nervous feel-

ing of guilt, I read the story. It was about a cruel step-

mother, but I did not connect it with my new mother.
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I could not understand why she had sewed up the

pages. My heart felt chagrined at having been dis-

honorable for so uninteresting a story.

Mother had brought with her a sewing machine

finished in shiny-black lacquer. When I first heard its

hum, I left my play and hurried to the room where

Mother was working. In the diffused light she some-

how looked different. Her face was aglow, her eyes

glistened, as steadily she directed the material through
the hopping needle. I stood entranced, watching her

whole body respond to the rhythm. It was as if I

watched the freed spirit of a goddess.

When she completed the sewing, she examined it

critically, and became aware of my fascinated inter-

est. She showed me then the miniature kimonos and

other garments which she kept in a drawer and used

as patterns. Mother seldom left the house. In her

spare time she escaped to her sewing. She kept the

precious machine cleanly dusted and shining. I too

respected it, and warned Younger Brother not to

touch it.

Sometime later I summoned up enough courage to

ask, "My honorable Mother, may I have little pieces

of cloth and learn to sew on the machine?" Soon,

under her guidance, I was able to make kimonos for

my dolls.

She had brought many kimonos with her and she

kept making new ones, but she always wore the old

ones. On airing day, when she spread them all out to

air, I ran my hand gently over the smooth silk. They
were dark in color, but they had beautiful linings of

43



RESTLESS WAVE

red, and trimmings of purple and green. I got my best

kimono and laid it beside hers, thinking that if I were

a grownup like my honorable mother and had such

lovely kimonos, I would wear them every day.



Neiu Year's

"HOW MANY days before the New Year?"

Each night as I went to bed I asked the question, put-

ting down another finger for the passage of the day.

This was the liveliest time of the whole year. In

Japan, one is a year older at the beginning of the New
Year, regardless of the day of birth. I was born in Sep-

tember, but when New Year's came I was already two

years old. A Japanese baby is considered one year old

at birth.

As the festive time approached, the appearance of

our street was changed. The Kadomatsu, or pine deco-

ration, was set up before each gate. It was made of

pine tree and long bamboo trunk bound together, the

pine signifying hardiness and long life, the bamboo

virtue and steadfastness. In the business section the

streets were full of shoppers. On the sidewalk in front
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of shop windows, men were busy pounding out dough
in a large wooden mixing bowl, in preparation for the

holiday supply of O-mochi, a kind of special rice patty.

At home I hated to go to bed early. The whole house

had to be re-done, clothes put in order, and bills paid,

so that the new year could truly begin with a clean

slate. On New Year's Eve each room was given a final

sweeping, for sweeping the house on New Year's Day
would mean sweeping out the God of Fortune. The

sacred Shimenawa-straw was hung outside of every

entrance to keep out the God of Devils.

At midnight the bell of New Year's Eve rang in the

Buddhist temple near our house. For many years I

had wanted to stay awake and hear it, but not until

this year, my ninth, was I permitted to do so. The

long vibrating sound rumbled into the night, and its

reverberations seemed not to die away but slowly to

recede, farther and farther away in the distance.

In the morning the whole family arose before sun-

rise and dressed in formal style. Father donned his

habutai-silk kimono, with loose silk trousers and a

crested gown. Younger Brother was dressed exactly

like him. Elder Sister and I wore long-sleeved kimo-

nos with broad heavy obi tied behind. We were un-

comfortable, but happy to wear these clothes. We

gathered in the drawing room and exchanged the

formal New Year's greetings. Kneeling on the tatami-

mat on the floor, I solemnly bowed my head, and

pressing my hands on the floor I said, "Honorable

Father, congratulations on the New Year." Father ac-

knowledged the greeting with a nod. After the salu-
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tations were over, we seated ourselves on the cushions

and were served the special New Year's dinner.

Behind Father was the Tokonoma, an exquisite

alcove, the most prized place in a Japanese room. In

the Tokonoma hung the special New Year's scroll. It

was made of white silk mounted on gold tapestry;

pine tree, bamboo and plum blossom were painted on

it, and in the upper corners was a Chinese poem

(Japanese culture originally came from China) wish-

ing everyone a happy and peaceful New Year. This

scroll had been handed down from our remote ances-

tors, and had been painted by a famous Japanese
artist.

On the Tokonoma stood a square tray holding deep

green seaweed, white round rice patty, a red lobster,

and a dai-dai orange. The lobster was the symbol of

long life, of living long enough to have one's back

bent like a lobster's; the bitter orange signified a gen-

eration.

Father and Younger Brother sat on their cushions

in front of the Tokonoma; Mother, Elder Sister and I

faced them. The serving maid entered to pour the

wine which opened the New Year ceremony. First she

offered the red, shallow, lacquered wine-bowl to

Father. He held it in both hands and drained it. Then,

pouring a few drops into it, she handed it to Younger
Brother, next in rank. Mother came next, then Nobu,
and then I, sitting stiffly waiting for my share.

The sun was rising when the individual ozen-trays

were placed before us. On the trays was the tradi-

tional New Year's dinner. Kinton, sweet chestnuts
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mashed into sweet potatoes, was served on the same

porcelain plate as Kamdboko, fish paste with bright
red crust. Puna, silver carp, was served head and all

on a dish of its own. Kobumaki, rolled seaweed of

deep translucent green, was tied with a thin yellow

strip cut from the peel of squash. In the center of the

tray was a small round bowl holding a salad of thin

strips of carrots and turnips. At one side was a small

bowl of orange caviar, and opposite it was the soup

containing O-mochi, in a lacquered bowl. This was

covered by another bowl decorated with the crest of

the house.

I liked all the food, but I liked Kinton best, so I

saved it for last. Elder Sister, noticing this, said,

"Hani, you have not eaten your Kinton. Will you

exchange it for my caviar? I do not like caviar."

"Honorable sister," I said, "you ate up all your
Kinton. I like it too, but I am saving mine for the

end. And you must eat your caviar or you cannot

bear children. Kimi told me that if I ate up all my
caviar I would have a thousand babies."

"I don't like caviar, and I won't eat it even if I

don't have any babies."

Father interrupted, "It won't keep you from having
children if you do not eat caviar on New Year's Day.
That is merely superstition. Since caviar is eggs of

the fish, it is simply a symbol of beginning life. It is

a reminder to Japanese women to bear as many chil-

dren as they can. I am pleased, Ham, that you wish

many children when you grow up. But eat your caviar,

Nobu. It will help you digest your O-mochi."
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"You see, honorable sister," I said, "Father advises

you to eat your caviar. I will not exchange it for my
Kinton."

Mother, who had been silent until now, placed her

chopsticks on her tray and said, "Hani and Nobu,

today is the New Year, a sacred day. Be nice to each

other, and do not engage in argument. If you quar-

rel on the sacred New Year's Day, you will quarrel

throughout the year/'

Father turned his attention to Younger Brother,

who was flushed with having eaten so much food.

He said, "Soon you will start school. You are old

enough to make a New Year's resolution."

Elder Sister broke in, "Honorable Father, I have

made my New Year's resolutions. I shall not tease my
brother any more, and I shall write in my diary every

day."

"That is excellent, Nobu," Father said. "We must

try to overcome our faults in the New Year, but it is

also proper to determine on some new accomplish-
ment."

"Honorable Father," said Younger Brother, "when

I grow up I want to be a brave general. And wear

lots of decorations."

"Then, Taro," Father said, "you must also resolve

not to fear the dark."

He beamed at his son, then looked at us. "I shall

reveal to you my resolution," he said. "This year I re-

solve to go to Germany to study."

I looked at Father in awe. To go abroad that was

what I would like, too. Perhaps if I became learned
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like Father I could go to foreign countries some day.

I determined to study diligently, but I did not voice

my resolve.

Father did not realize his goal that year or for many
years, for the following summer the World War broke

out, and Japan took her stand on the side of the Allies.

After the feast Elder Sister Nobu and I quickly

changed from formal clothes to ceremonial school

kimono. Although we had a two weeks' holiday, we
had to attend a special assembly on this day to be

reminded of our national duties. The principal made

his customary short speech, telling us of our good for-

tune in being under the protection of the Emperor.
He said that affirming our love for the Emperor and

our loyalty to his reign would keep us from harm

throughout the year.

When I returned home, Younger Brother was fly-

ing his kite. The kite was bigger than he was, and had

a picture of a warrior painted on it. We girls played
badminton with beautifully painted Hagoeto-rackets

for the rest of the afternoon. In the evening we played
the Hyakunin-Isshu, poetry games. From my earliest

years I had memorized many poems, most of which

I did not understand. In these games, cards were dealt

to all the players, who placed them on the tatami floor

in front of them. One person recited the first few lines

of a poem, and the first player to recognize the re-

maining lines on his own card won the game. Father,

who had a good voice, was usually the reader. The

verses were old and beautiful. One of my favorites

was:
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The peaceful spring day
With the sun beaming far away,

Why must blossoms fly

With calmless heart . . .

Kino Motonori

During the week of New Year's festivities we visited

many friends and relatives, always traveling in the

riksha. When we traveled down the slopes at great

speed, I held my breath and shut my eyes. On the

seventh day the pine decoration was taken away
from the gate. I leaned against the gatepost and

watched the gardener remove bamboo and pine.

Many days would pass before the next New Year.



On the Beach

IN THE SUMMER of 1914, Father de-

cided that we should remain in Tokyo instead of

going to the beach where we had gone for many
years. We were in mourning for the Empress Dowager
who had died a few months before; I was still wear-

ing on my kimono a little black bow such as I had

worn all through the year following the Emperor's

passing. But as the weather grew more sultry and

unbearable, Father saw no good reason for our re-

maining in town, and he sent my second mother and

us children to the beach.

The trip was always a joyous and happy one. Katase

beach was not far from Tokyo, only two hours by
train. Yet it seemed to us a long journey. Elder Sis-

ter and I spent much time selecting the books, toys
and hair ribbons to carry with us. Jinrikishas took
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us and our baggage to the station. On the train we
sat near the window so as to look out over the fields

as we passed. Through the open window the summer
breeze came softly, with lovely scent of fresh grass.

The trees in the fields, the electric poles, and the ad-

joining hills seemed to run faster than the train. Green

waves of wheat in a sea of yellow calza flowers made
a picture like pretty patterned kimonos put out to

air. In the distance the fields and hills moved slowly.

Farmers in the fields straightened their bent backs

and looked at the passing train.

We stayed at the same inn every year and occu-

pied the same quarters. From our room we could see

Katase River flowing into the sea. Beyond the river

soft hills spread out to the horizon. When the sky was

clear, snow-peaked Mount Fuji appeared beyond the

sand hills. If at sunset Mount Fuji turned deep pur-

ple against the red sky, I would say to Elder Sister,

"Tomorrow will be a nice day."
Before breakfast we walked on the beach, collect-

ing shells and seaweed. We washed the seaweed,
dried it, and made bookmarks of it. Often on our

early morning walks the shell trumpets of fishermen

signaled their homecoming from the sea. Then Nobu
would say, "Let's watch the fish nets come in."

As we watched, the small gray spot on the horizon

grew slowly into ships approaching the shore. The

morning mists dispersed, and the bright sun sparkled
over the water. The sound of the shell trumpets

brought wives and children of the fishermen running
to the shore. The women wore short white garments

53



RESTLESS WAVE

which exposed their legs and thighs. They were bare-

footed, as were the dark-faced children, and they left

a design of footprints behind them in the washed

sand.

Low bass voices greeted the women and children

as the boats drew near. One by one the fishermen

stepped into the water, where the women were wait-

ing to welcome them. Men and women lined up to-

gether to haul in the heavy nets. The copper-brown
skin of the fishermen was emphasized by the strips

of white or red cloth covering their loins. Men, women
and children chanted the song of the fisherman,

"Eiyara ye-e-e Yotto Ko-Sho-o-o" the rhythm of the

chant meeting the rise and fall of the waves. When
the heavily burdened net was pulled onto the sand

and the silver and blue-scaled fish jumped vigorously

inside it, they all shouted with joy. Each of the chil-

dren received a few fish for his part in the task, and

ran off noisily, holding the fish by the tails.

These children were all familiar to us, but we never

exchanged greetings with them. When we met them

face to face, we never smiled, but only returned their

expressionless stares. We would meet them again in

the hot afternoons when everyone went swimming.
The boys swam naked and like fish behind the rocks.

The girls in their cotton garments swam with us.

Their garments clung to them when they emerged
from the water, and we thought that they looked long-

ingly at our pretty bathing suits. Two or three years

later we were surprised to see these same fishermen's

daughters working in souvenir shops in the business
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street and acting quite grown-up. Also in the back

section of the town I saw some of them, my own age,

sweeping and washing stairways and doing other

menial work around hotels and inns. I could not un-

derstand why they had gone from childhood to wom-
anhood without, like us, passing through a period
of girlhood.

After swimming we usually had cold drinks at the

refreshment stand. We wished that Father would visit

us, for then we would have special chikara-mochi

cakes with syrup poured over them. We knew that

this summer Father would be particularly happy be-

cause Younger Brother had learned to swim.

But Father visited us only once, late in August.
We sat on the beach eating our cakes, and Father

read his newspaper. His face looked tired as he read.

Suddenly he put the paper down and told Mother

in solemn words that an Imperial edict had just been

issued involving Japan in war with the Allied coun-

tries.

We all were quiet.

Younger Brother Taro broke the silence with, "I

shall be a general and win the war/'

Mother looked at him anxiously, then said in list-

less voice, "Our soldiers fight well."

To me the news had no significance, but with the

others I was silent. Then Younger Brother plunged
into the water, and Father beamed as he exhibited

his swimming skill.

In the twilight the water turned deep dark blue,

and the sky glowed red, purple and orange. After
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supper Elder Sister and I strolled on the beach,

dressed in gay flowered kimonos with long wide

sleeves that danced like butterflies in the wind. We
looked at the sea, spreading endlessly before us.

Nobu said, "Far away, beyond that horizon is

America."

We watched the sea and horizon melt together in

dark purple. Out in the distance we saw the faint

glimmer of the lighthouse. Beyond this gathering

darkness I tried to picture that strange and exotic

country, America, filled with blond children eating

ice-cream and chocolates. Elder Sister had the same

thought. As our faces met in the darkness she said,

"I wish we could go to America some day/'

Bright stars began to appear in the buoyancy of

space. I imagined that I had wings and could fly sky-

ward. What would I find in that fairyland of the sky?

The music of the waves washed the shore in appealing

song. The soft breeze touched my cheeks, and dream-

ily I remembered the fairy story of Urashima Taro,

which Nobu had read to me when I was very small.

Long, long ago, the story told, there lived a fisher-

man named Urashima Taro. . . . The story was so

familiar to me that I could see Urashima come walk-

ing on the beach. . . . One day he saw some chil-

dren playing with a turtle. Being a kind-hearted man
and thinking the poor turtle might be tortured, he

bought it from the children and set it free in the sea.

The next day, drifting along in his boat, he heard his

name called. There on the surface of the water he

saw the very turtle which he had freed the previous
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day. The turtle thanked Urashima for his kindness

and invited him to the palace of the sea. The turtle

grew and grew till Urashima could sit on its back;

and down to the bottom of the sea they dived and

reached a palace of coral where beautiful princess

Oto-hime, dressed in a golden gown, greeted them

with a smile. She told Urashima that he was to be

her prince and live with her in the land of eternal

youth because he had saved her turtle-emissary.

There in the palace of coral with many-jeweled walls,

what he thought was three days passed like one mo-

ment to Urashima. Then he asked if he could return

to his native village to see his parents. The princess

said it could be arranged, and, giving him a lacquered
box as a token of her love, she said, "This contains

something very precious. You are never to open it."

When Urashima returned to his native village he

found the same hills and the same shore, but all the

people were strange. A strange man came to the door

of his own home and asked, "Who are you?" When
Urashima told him, the stranger said, "Yes, everyone
knows the legend of Urashima. I heard it as a child

from my grandparents." Slowly Urashima divined

that instead of three days he had spent three hundred

years in the palace of the sea. In a rash moment he

opened the box which the princess had given him.

Vapor poured out and covered him, leaving him a

very old man, his black hair turned to white. . . .

Lost in dream-pity for Urashima, I was brought
back to earth by Elder Sister's voice. "Come on," she

said, "everyone is going home." She grabbed my hand
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and made me run very fast. Urashima, the palace of

the sea, and the beautiful princess disappeared in the

deep black sea.

We hurried through the pine grove and reached

the lighted business street. There, blinking our eyes
in the unaccustomed light, we slowed our hastening

steps to a well-bred saunter.

In the early fall we returned to Tokyo. As we passed

huts, trees, fields and hills, my heart bade them re-

gretful farewell.



"Neiu Women

THE CARETAKER of our school passed
our house every day. She was short, and she waddled

along slowly on her thin flat straw sandals, her back

bent, her hands snuggled crosswise into the tight

sleeves of her dark blue cotton kimono. When she

met us, she smiled, showing her lone tooth. She had

a pug nose, a large mouth, and gray hair pulled tight

into a bun. At school the children called her "Granny"
because even though she was only middle-aged, she

looked so old. Her sweeping and dusting and satisfy-

ing the teachers' wants and attending children who
became ill left her little time to rest in her room,

which was a few steps from the main corridor. But

sometimes we saw her there, bending over her char-

coal stove, blowing white steam off her cup of hot
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water. She was sweet to the children, and we were

all fond of her.

One day just as Elder Sister and I started to school,

Granny passed by and bowed to us, smiling as usual.

After she was out of earshot, Nobu whispered, "I

have heard that Granny lives differently from nor-

mal people. While she is at work in the school, her

husband stays at home and does the housework and

takes care of the children."

I was shocked. What kind of man could this be to

stay at home and let his wife go out to work? How
could she stand such a life? Did she feel unhappy at

the disgrace? I was enraged to think that this kind

of woman had such a miserable husband.

Soon after this my teacher told us about the "new

women." "They do not want to stay at home, but

wish to go out and work just as men do," she said.

Immediately I thought of Granny. Was she a new

woman? I could not be sure and finally I asked my
teacher. At first she smiled; then her expression

changed. "No," she replied, "Granny is not a 'new

woman' even though she is working."

Teacher then launched into an attack on women
who demanded freedom and equal rights with men.

"New women insist that their husbands help them

with their wraps and carry their parcels just because

they do it for the men," she said. "If Japanese women
lose their gentleness and obedience, they will soon

become base and useless creatures. These new women

go to Yoshiwara (famous red-light district) and drink

wine of five different colors. They have 'own-choice'
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men, called sweethearts, and they walk with them

arm in arm. This public display is no better than

the love practice of cats and dogs!"

By this time I pictured the new women as demons.

I was relieved that Granny was not one of them. At

home I asked Kimi whether she had ever heard of

the new women. She said that she had, that she knew

all about them.

"Do you know," she said, "that they wear cotton

kimonos with short sleeves like boys, and also men's

overcoats, and that they most improperly walk with

men? Why, in my village, even married couples never

walk together on the street/'

Elder Sister entered the conversation. "These new

women all have 'young swallows,'
"
she said.

I wondered what kind of bird a young swallow was.

Elder Sister laughed atmy ignorance and explained,

"A young swallow is a husband or sweetheart who is

younger than his wife and supported by her."

"Is Granny's husband a young bird?" I wanted to

know.

Nobu shrugged her shoulders and laughed again.

"An old woman like that cannot have a young swal-

low. The new women are much younger. They read

and write and make speeches. Some of them, Haru,

even write novels and other books."

By this time I was quite confused. Teacher, the

maid, and Elder Sister all had different definitions of

the new woman. I asked Nobu, "Is it proper to ad-

mire them the new women?"

She said that she too was puzzled. I asked my
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mother about them. She looked thoughtful and said,

"I disapprove of women abandoning their feminine

customs. Woman's lot is harder than man's, but it is

our fate. Only evil can come if we protest against it."

Father voiced his opinion of new women when

Elder Sister asked him, "Why are new women called

'blue stocking'? What does it mean?"

He explained: "The name is taken from a similar

group of free women who were active in England
about a century ago."

My only idea of stockings in the Western World-

blue or any other color was stockings filled with

Christmas presents. I could not understand why this

symbol should be used.

Father went on: "When I was a young boy, there

was a movement among wealthy Japanese women
to abandon the kimono entirely and to give social

dances where men and women embraced each other

to wild music. Soon they gave up this barbarism and

returned to the Japanese customs. This time the imita-

tion is less frivolous, but nevertheless Japanese women
will soon come back again to their own ways. It is

not/' he hastened to make himself clear, "that I ob-

ject to women studying and bettering themselves cul-

turally. But these extreme methods new women are

pursuing leaving their homes, competing with men,

mocking their womanhood these I cannot approve."

He looked at us earnestly. "Even though my daugh-
ters receive a Western education, I want them to main-

tain all of a Japanese woman's virtue and charm."

I had almost forgotten about the new women when
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Elder Sister showed me a picture of a bride in a news-

paper. "There," she said, "that is one of the new

women."

I was amazed. "Why, this is a beautiful Japanese

bride," I said. "She does not look at all like a demon."



End of Childhood

IT WAS LATE in October and the air was

chill. Elder Sister and I sat quietly on our cushions,

watching Father. He was leaning over the hibachi

with bent head, and writing on the hot cinders. Quickly

he erased what he had written, and absent-mindedly

began again. His shadow was cast blackly on the op-

posite wall, and under the ceiling light I saw the gray

hairs on his head. We sat voiceless. Second Mother's

cushion was empty. It was one week after her death.

Father at last raised his head and said, half to

himself, "This is our fate and we must accept it. Life

and death are in the will of heaven. There is no use

lamenting endlessly." He rose and asked Elder Sister

to serve tea. As we started to sip the tea he took off

his eye-glasses, saying that the steam from the tea

had blurred them. He wiped his eyes and his glasses
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with his handkerchief, and assumed a more cheerful

expression.

Because of the nature of Second Mother's illness,

typhoid fever, we children had not been permitted

to visit her at the hospital. She had had to be cremated

when she died, and only her ashes had been brought

home. I missed her and hated to think that she never

would come back, and my thoughts turned to the

poor little stepsisters who were about the ages we
had been when our own mother died, and to Younger
Brother who would most of all miss Second Mother's

tender care.

Elder Sister, always so lively and gay, now became

quiet and subdued. She took over many responsibili-

ties of the house. She served tea, prepared Father's

clothes, and attended to other details reserved for

the mistress. One evening when we were sitting in

mournful meditation, she went to the storeroom,

found the family shrine, dusted it and set it up. She

pushed toward the back our ancestors' tablets, and

put Mother's and Second Mother's side by side in the

front row. She burned incense and murmured, "Namu
Amida Buddha, save me Amida Buddha," as we both

bowed reverently before the spirits of our departed
mothers. I thought Father would forbid it, but ap-

parently he was too desolate to care. When I received

a prize from school, I placed it in the front row of

the shrine.

Soon after Second Mother's death, all her belong-

ings were removed by her mother. I ached with mem-
ories when the men began to carry out the sewing
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machine. I wanted to pull it from them; it was as

though they were carrying out her coffin. I cried bit-

terly. Elder Sister too was deeply hurt. Had we not

been real daughters to our stepmother? Our thoughts
turned back to our own mother.

From the storeroom we retrieved our own mother's

mirror stand and a small red-lacquered chest of draw-

ers. When Second Mother came to our house, we
had been instructed by Father that it was our duty
to her not to talk or even to think of our real mother.

But now we used her furniture in our room, and our

memories of childhood, sunk into darkness, took shape

again in light. In the chest of drawers we found em-

broidery and silk work done by Mother. Once, in a

low built-in chest in the drawing room, I found yel-

low photographs, all of us as very small children, and

Mother, and our grandparents whom we had not seen

for many years. Best of all the pictures I liked the

the one of my mother alone. She was wearing black

ceremonial kimono decorated with five crests, and

with the white scarf-like edging of the under-kimono

contrasting prettily at the neck. She looked very

lovely, the touch of lip-rouge in the center of her

lower lip bringing out the fragile beauty of her face.

Once Elder Sister found an old diary of Father's.

"Look at this!" she exclaimed in great excitement.

"Father has written a great deal about our mother.

He must have been very fond of her." I was happy
at this revelation, but distressed that Elder Sister

should go through Father's desk and discover secrets.

After my stepmother's death there was no formal
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welcome for me when I returned from school. Elder

Sister was now attending Girls' High School, some

distance from home, and she did not come back until

very late in the afternoon. I had many lonely hours.

Second Mother, after greeting me warmly, had always

prepared afternoon tea and cakes. Now the tea and

cakes were the same, but partaking of them was no

longer a ceremony. Attracted by laughter and conver-

sation of the servants preparing the evening meal, I

went out to the kitchen. But soon I was told, "Honor-

able daughter must not stay in the kitchen/' and was

politely ushered out. I wandered restlessly from room

to room.

After a period of this lonesome time, a middle-aged
woman came to live at our house and take over the

duties of housekeeper. Although she was not related

to us, we called her Oba-san (Aunt). Father was

teaching away from home much of the time, but Oba-

san's kindness and attentiveness ended our loneliness.

Sometimes she prepared tea for us while we were

studying after supper. We liked this change from the

clock-like routine of Second Mother. She selected

very gay kimonos for us. On shopping tours she took

us to a Western restaurant, where we ate awkwardly
with knives and forks and large white napkins. One
memorable day when Father was away she took us

to a theater.

The performance started late in the afternoon, but

we began to prepare for it in the early morning. We
wore our best kimonos and arranged our hair in Japan-
ese coiffure. We drove to the theater in jinrikisha, and
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felt really grown-up when we were welcomed by the

booming professional greeting of the dignified door-

man. The keeper of geta, in dark blue coolie coat,

approached and took our geta and handed us in re-

turn a board on which was indicated in black ink the

check numbers for the clogs. The lobbies and aisles

of the theater were covered with deep straw tatami-

mats. The entire theater was arranged in boxes, ex-

cept for standing room in the rear. We sat on cush-

ions on the tatami. Before curtain time I watched

with interest the people coming in, followed by cush-

ion carriers who placed the cushions in their assigned

positions.

Soon a gong sounded as signal for silence, and

wooden clappers were heard behind stage as the

beautiful long curtain of purple and gold design slid

slowly to one side. The musicians sat on elevated seats

on the left side of the stage. They were dressed in

uniforms of dark kimono with stiffly starched kamish-

imo which stood out at the shoulders and came tri-

angularly to the waist.

The play, Forty-seven Koran, was a classic in story

as well as dramatic form. Its music was very popu-

lar, and since we had a record of it at home, I an-

ticipated enjoying the play very much. But it was

acted in classic language, and I was disappointed
when I heard the deep voices of the men in women's

roles. There are no women performers in Japanese
classic plays. The strangeness, the strain of trying to

follow the unfamiliar words, made me very sleepy.

The voices seemed to come from a distance in a for-
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eign language. My eyelids came closer together, and

the music on the stage was a lullaby in a dream. Sud-

denly it was intermission.

"How did you like the play?" Elder Sister asked.

I could not admit that I had fallen asleep and had

not understood it, so I answered evasively.

I was fully awake, however, when Oba-san ordered

supper from the usher. Soon a waiter came, carrying

on the palm of one hand held high over his head sev-

eral piled-up lacquered boxes. In the other hand he

carried a teapot and teacups. We were served in our

places, and never did food have so romantic a glow.
This first trip to the theater was the last for many

years, for not until we were fully grown-up did Father

permit us to go again.

Because of all these things we soon felt very near

to Oba-san. It was she who decided that we should

go to visit our own mother's parents. We were sur-

prised when one Sunday a servant of our real aunt

appeared and invited us to her house, saying that our

real grandparents and all the grandchildren would be

present. Father was not at home, and Elder Sister,

who ordinarily made quick decisions, turned to me for

advice. We could not decide whether it would be

proper until Oba-san settled it for us. "Go to your

grandmother, ne" she said. "I am sure it will make
her very happy to see you."

Oba-san selected our best kimonos and suggested
that Elder Sister powder her face, saying, "You must
look your best since your grandmother has not seen

you for many years/' We spent much time over our
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toilet, and Oba-san took particular pains with Younger
Brother. The servant led the way, and as we walked

along I still meditated on the propriety of the trip,

since I thought that Father would not have permitted
it if he had been at home. "Do you think it is right

for us to go without Father's consent?" I asked Elder

Sister.

She answered quite definitely this time. "We go to

see our stepgrandparents even though our stepmother
has died, so why can't we visit our real grandparents?"
That reassured me, and I continued with lighter heart.

The walk was a short one, and we were amazed

that in all this time we had not been told that our

real aunt lived so close to us. Many cousins whom we
did not know were already gathered in the house.

Grandmother greeted us and exclaimed, "How you've
all grown, how you've all grown, ne!" She led us to

the hibachi, and we sat primly on our cushions be-

side the fire.

Honored Grandfather sat back on his cushion smok-

ing his long pipe and gazing at us as though trying

to read what the years had done to us. I looked with

respect at his white beard. He had not changed much
from the old photographs I had found in the chest.

Elder Sister and I, our knees together, sat in the

stiff position we used for guests, and bowed our heads.

Grandmother said, "Do not sit so
stiffly, ne. This is

your own home. Come closer," she went on. "These

many years I have longed to see my grandchildren,
but on several occasions when I tried to see you, your
honorable father refused. He said it would upset your
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nice relationship with your second mother. Whenever

I visited Tokyo, I came close to your house, hoping

I might hear your voices or see you playing around

the gate. I lingered for a while but it was quiet, no

voice, no sight of you. I had to content myself with

just looking and being thankful that you were pro-

tected by a solid roof."

She stopped for a moment as though she feared her

voice might break; then she noticed my hands as I

warmed them at the hibachi. "Your hands are just like

your mother's," she said.

She caught her breath and looked at Nobu. "I have

long had in mind that the time has come for my grand-

daughters to turn their thoughts to their future homes.

I was already betrothed at your age, Nobu."

We looked at her blankly. Although our training

was by no means inimical to such a fate, we thought
of it only as something that would follow in the future.

"It is well," Grandmother said, "for a maiden to

spend the years of her girlhood preparing for her sta-

tion as wife. To know her destiny gives her an oppor-

tunity to become familiar with the habits of her future

family and learn to conform to them. It makes easier

the life together later, and centers her thoughts where

they should be on making ready for her husband's

position."

Two spots of color struggled through the thick pow-
der on Elder Sister's cheeks, but she cast down her

eyes and said nothing. Grandfather spoke to her:

"And does my little granddaughter attend high
school?"
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Nobu seemed grateful for the change in conversa-

tion and answered softly, "Yes, my honorable Grand-

father, I now attend Girls' High School."

"My, my/' said Grandmother, "must you travel such

a distance? Are there not adequate schools closer

home?"

"Yes," Nobu replied. "But this high school is con-

sidered the best, and the students are carefully se-

lected. Second Mother was overjoyed when I was ac-

cepted. She had worried so much about the disgrace

it would have been if I had not passed the examina-

tions."

"We had a big feast afterwards," Younger Brother

added.

Grandmother shook her head. "I cannot see of what

use higher education is to
girls.

All these boys' sub-

jects taught in
girls' schools it's against the design

of the gods. I hear many disturbing stories of over-

educated girls today. But I am glad to see that my
granddaughters are modest and gentle and retain

their womanly virtues."

Knowing it would please Grandmother, Nobu said,

"We have very good classes in manners and ethics,

honorable Grandmother."

It meant little either to Grandmother or to us that

this was the year 1916, and that a whole world was

at war. We did not know that last year China had

become incensed at Japan's twenty-one demands; or

that a law passed in 1912 had just gone into effect,

limiting the workday of children to twelve hours; or
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that a cry for minsei, minken and jiyu popular gov-

ernment, justice,
and liberty was just beginning

among the populace. This was all beyond the com-

prehension of us or of Grandmother. Her world still

revolved around her family, her home, her husband,

in the way of her ancestors.

"If we stray from the path of our ancestors," she

said now, "we shall lose the peace within us. So it

was determined in the long, long ago." Then she

added, her eyes twinkling, "And now let us partake

of the dinner which has been prepared."

The main vegetable dish had bits of shredded

chicken in it. Grandmother had never tasted other

meat. She said it had a bad smell. This idea about

meat originated in the feudal period when it was con-

sidered barbaric to eat any animal except chicken.

It is said by historians that the custom originated dur-

ing the rule of Tokuawa, who used this method to

keep his subjects meek. We tried to convince Grand-

mother that she ought to taste meat sometime. "I do

not wish to imitate the foreigner," she said.

During dinner Grandmother asked, "And how are

your little stepsisters? Be kind to them, since they
too are motherless. Next time you come, bring them

with you."

I was pleased at this, for our stepgrandparents did

not trust our attitude toward our stepsisters, and

treated us coolly.

Grandfather delightedly counted all of his grand-

children, and asked each of us to recite something we
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had learned in school. When my turn came, shyly I

recited in sing-song:

On top of the hill in sunset

Leaves of Gingko tree

Fly and scatter

Like tiny golden birds.

Yosano Akiko







PART TWO

Entering Girls' High School

IN 1917, about three months before gradua-

tion from the six years of elementary school, I began

preparing for entrance examinations for the same

Girls' High School which Elder Sister was attending.

Every night I studied until the wall clock drowsily

struck nine. The hour of nine was for me the 'liour

of the ox," when even the grass and the trees were

sleeping.

At school the pupils who were going to High School

were assembled for special study for the entrance ex-

aminations, so that during the short winter days I did

not come home until dusk. We called the examination

period "examination hell" because the competition
was so keen.

Oba-san said that drinking raw eggs would im-

prove the brain, and on the first morning of examina-
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tion she broke two eggs into a bowl. They tasted

peculiar with no seasoning of sugar or soy sauce, but

I drank them to the last drop. Then, accompanied by
Elder Sister and Oba-san,. and carrying a half dozen

pencils which had been sharpened the night before,

and an eraser and a bundle of paper, I left the house.

Even on the streetcar Elder Sister continued my prep-
aration by writing the difficult Chinese characters on

my palm with her finger. "Be sure you write the char-

acters very clearly," she cautioned me.

The examination lasted three days. I felt as though

my heart shrank and expanded each time I thought
of my answers. On the fourth day, when the results

were to be announced, I entered the school gate,

trusting my luck to heaven. A cherry tree was bloom-

ing in pink profusion. I could not help thinking that

it had been planted there only that morning. In the

schoolyard anxious-faced children held their mothers'

hands. Eagerness to know the results of the examina-

tion and fear of knowing them were jumbled in my
mind. At the appointed time a long paper, listing

the numbers of the successful examinees, was pasted
on the wall opposite us. Everyone stood before it,

leaning forward with neck out-thrust. My heart beat

violently and I grasped Nobu's hand.

"My number is 476, you know," I said.

Elder Sister suggested that we start from the top

and read the numbers aloud so that we would not

skip any number. For a while I read with her; then

the closely-written numbers blurred into one mass be-

fore my eyes. So I looked at my feet and listened to
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Nobu. I felt as though I were being pricked by
needles.

"There it is! There it is! 476!"

Half believing, half doubting, I raised my head at

Elder Sister's shouting. Looking where she pointed,

I saw it. It was not a mistake. I grasped her hand

with both of mine and jumped up and down like a

rabbit. The dark curtain that had been hanging be-

fore my eyes rolled up suddenly, and clear sun-ray

fell upon my path. A wide bright plain spread out be-

fore me as far as eye could see.

As a reward, Father gave me a thousand-year pen
and an English dictionary with a red cover.

The week's spring vacation ended at last, and the

morning came when I was to go to the Girls' High
School. I put on a long lobster-brown hakama over

a new cotton kimono with short rounded sleeves. It

was the rule of the school that silk could not be worn.

Oba-san said that was uneconomical but that if it was

the rule it couldn't be helped, and she made the

kimono for me. On my hips I wore the school badge,
which I had often gazed at enviously on Elder Sis-

ter. It was a hexagon of silver and green with a de-

sign of pine tree and snow; the latter symbolized
mind as pure as snow, the former virtue as high as

the pine. In my flowered furoshiki I carried the thick

High School textbooks with their smell of new paper.

They were heavy, but that heaviness was delightful

to me. Hastily I put on my shoes, and tried to hurry
Elder Sister, who read the paper and said that it was

still early. Even the fifty-minute ride to the school in
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a jolting streetcar was happiness to me. The trolley

car and the streets far from home were part of a

grown-up world filled with strange things, and my
own world seemed suddenly extended.

Girls' High School was a wooden building of West-

ern style. In the auditorium, which held more than

a thousand people, was a black veneered piano, its

half-open lid exposing white glistening keys. Thin

glass-shining test-tubes were ranged in rows in the

chemistry laboratory; they whispered to me the mys-
teries of the universe. The gymnasium contained

American apparatus.

Our hakama could be opened at the pleats. When
we changed the buttoning they became trousers, and

when we gathered up the hem with a string, they

became bloomers. My legs felt very light during the

gym period when we tied up the hakama. The teacher

boasted that modern girls were taller than their

mothers because of Western gymnastics, and so we

competed with each other in pulling up our bloomers

and making our legs look longer. But the principal

reprimanded us, and said that displaying our fat legs

showed a lack of womanly modesty. After that I tied

my hakama just below the knees, although I felt sad

about doing it.

Of all the new courses in Girls' High School I liked

English the most. The illustrated reader bore to me
the fragrance of foreign lands. I, who had learned

my A B C's from Father, now kept my English dic-

tionary proudly by my side. The man teacher read

to us in a loud voice, and we read after him. No
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Japanese word ends in a consonant, and he gave a

Japanese pronunciation to the English words by put-

ting a vowel at the end of each of them. Imitating his

pronunciation, we repeated in unison: "Itto isu ah

catto. Zisu isu ah doggu."
After a while this teacher was replaced by a young

woman teacher, a graduate of a mission school, and

our pronunciation came somewhat closer to the Eng-
lish. This new teacher was tall and slender, and she

wore her hair in the most recent fashion called joyu-

mage, or actress haircomb. Instead of having the

front lock with the padding in it jut out like the visor

of a cap, she had her hair parted in the middle and

pulled back in a chignon behind the ears. In my heart

I liked this beautiful teacher, but her gay clothes and

her haircomb were not teacher-like, and I wondered

if they were proper. After she came, the upperclass

girls, who wore much longer hakama than we, began

coming to school with their hair in joyu-mage. Then

one morning, at an assembly of the entire school, the

principal forbade this haircomb; it was not to be

copied, he said, by daughters of refined families.

In less than a year, however, nearly everyone, re-

gardless of station, was wearing joyu-mage. One morn-

ing even the ethics teacher came in with her hair

combed in this fashion. Involuntarily I strained my
eyes to look at her. She was wearing her usual black

hakama, and her stiff, glum expression had not

changed. In Ethics we learned spiritual education

for wifehood and motherhood; it was an important
course for us, and so when the teacher entered the
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classroom we bowed especially politely. On this morn-

ing, even though her haircomb had changed, we
bowed as before, greeting her without a whisper.

We were to study this day the story of General

Nogi's wife, and to learn from it the way of Japanese
women. Nogi had been a well-known general, famous

during the Russo-Japanese War. Younger Brother,

thrusting out his chest covered with toy medals and

throwing back his shoulders, had always said that he

would become as distinguished as General Nogi.

About the time I entered elementary school, Gen-

eral Nogi and his wife had followed their master,

Emperor Meiji, in death. The General, already the

hero of the people, then became a god and was en-

shrined in Nogi Jinja.

Father opposed this custom of following the master

in death. He said, "It is regrettable that we have

lost such a loyal subject as General Nogi. It would

have been better if he had continued to live and serve

the nation." These words remained clearly in my mind

as I cranedmy neck and, half-absorbed in the teacher's

new haircomb, listened to her discourse to the class.

I felt I could not accept the story without questioning.

Madame General Nogi, clothed in her white silk

death robe, had sat quietly in her own room com-

posing her death-poem; then with imperturbable tran-

quility she had taken her life. The teacher wrote on

the blackboard the death-poems of General Nogi and

Madame Nogi, and commanded us to memorize them.

General Nogi had written:
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From this mirrored world

His god has withdrawn;

In my great sovereign lord's

August footsteps following,

I too depart.

Madame Nogi's poem was this:

He is gone . . .

From today's Imperial visit

They say there is no return.

I will be sad

To meet Him today.

"Worthy of a warrior's wife!" the teacher said. "The

resolution to share death with her husband was a

noble one. With just one thrust of the dagger she

pierced her heart and achieved a beautiful end."

I felt a little sad. Must a fine wife share death as

well as life with her husband?

The teacher went on, "Even before death she was

tranquility itself. She had the profundity of the Japan-
ese woman who, enfolding deep within her heart sor-

row, suffering, and joy, shows it neither in face nor

in words. Although a woman, she sacrificed her two

sons for the nation during the Russo-Japanese War.

For a mother there is no greater honor than this.

Madame Nogi is indeed the mirror of Woman."
The teacher's words sounded far away as my mind

wandered to other thoughts. General Nogi had been

intensely grieved at the great loss of life among his

soldiers during the siege of Port Arthur. In the same
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battle the General had lost his own two sons. Perhaps
for these reasons he had chosen death when con-

fronted with the death of the Emperor Meiji whom he

had served all his life. ... In Madame General's

heart lay hidden the sorrow of a mother who had lost

her children. For the first time Madame Nogi as a per-
son touched my heart. . . .

Another course, as valuable as Ethics, was Con-

duct, in which we learned gentle, womanly deport-
ment. The conduct room was of pure Japanese style,

removed from the Western-style building, and facing

a small garden. It was spread tightly with a green mat

tatami. As one entered from the dusty ordinary class-

room with its shuffling of feet, there was still calm-

ness here. We all took off our shoes and quietly sat

with our knees together on the cold mat. The teacher,

who sat precisely in the center of the room, placed
both hands on the mat, quietly bent the upper half

of her body, lowered her head almost to the backs

of her hands, and gradually raised it again; once more

she bowed in the same manner, at the same time ex-

tending words of greeting: "It is very nice of you to

have come to this terribly shabby place. Are the mem-

bers of your respected family all well?"

One by one we went before the teacher and per-

formed the act of receiving a guest, feeling that we
had come from maidenhood to mistress' status. The

pupil next to me raised her right hand.

"Teacher, what does one do when receiving the

guest of an elder brother during his absence?"

As I waited for the teacher's answer, I was think-
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ing that it must be very improper to receive a young

man, even if he is a brother's friend.

The teacher, straightening the wrinkles from be-

tween her eyebrows, answered, "In a good home, they
would never expect a young girl to do such a thing."

We who had been taught that social intercourse

with young men was immoral, agreed with the

teacher, without entertaining any doubt. It seemed to

me that the world's young men were living in a barred

castle which could only occasionally be glimpsed on

its mist-shrouded mountaintop. Even to gaze toward

the castle in our girlhood was to contaminate both

mind and body, such a terrible thing it was.



Home Training

ELDER SISTER and I were walking along
the main street. Women, children and peddlers, going
in all directions, bustled around us. We turned into

a side street, and everything was suddenly silent.

Branches of purple magnolia drooped over the high
black wooden fences which lined the curving lane.

Dream-like, their fragrance floated through the spring

air. There was not even a shadow of a passer-by. Our

geta made far-away echoes as we sauntered leisurely

past fences, trees and houses that dozed in the warm

spring sun.

Following the curving lane, Elder Sister and I came

to the gate of the temple. Two small sparrows were

poised on its gray-tiled roof. We had arrived. We
paused before the gate, took a deep breath, and com-

posed ourselves. We had come for our first lesson in

tea ceremony.
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A few days before, Oba-san had said, "She who

knows tea ceremony has, somehow, a manner of re-

pose, a deep peace and culture. You two young ladies

are now almost old enough to become brides, so I

have arranged for lessons for you."

A path of steppingstones wound among trees to

the temple. Quietly Nobu opened the outer shutter

and called softly, "Pardon/' From the cool stillness

only the fragrant incense drifted to meet us. Then a

small temple boy appeared, bowed silently, and led

us beyond a long open veranda to the tea ceremony
room. It was a small, four-and-a-half mat room, sim-

ple and austere. We knelt before the Tokonoma, our

hands folded lightly on our knees.

Noiselessly the priest entered. He was tall like a

sky-reaching tree. He wore a white garment, white

obi, and even whiter tabi on his feet. His face was

like smooth yellow ivory, his nose prominent, his

forehead high. His shaved head looked pale green
above the gleaming white vestment. I felt solemn

majesty in his presence. He bowed in greeting and

seated himself before us.

"The spirit of tea ceremony is the embodiment of

the Zen philosophy," he said. "If only the form is

learned, you have learned nothing." He drew his

white hands up from his lap, clasped them gently, and

closed his eyes. "Zen, as you know, is one sect of Bud-

dhism. It comes from the Hindu word Dhyan, mean-

ing 'peace, quiet, meditation in supreme repose/'
3

I watched the slow movement of his fingers like lotus

petals, clasping and unclasping. He stood up glid-
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ingly, almost without motion. "Now I will perform
the ceremony. Please observe carefully." Bowing his

head, he withdrew into the adjoining room.

First he brought in a bamboo basket filled with

glossy cherry-wood charcoal, the end grain showing
like petals of a flower; then two metal fire sticks, a

purple-gray antique bowl, a bamboo whisk, and a

small dipper. One by one he placed them on a low

black-lacquered tray. We sat quietly, hardly drawing
breath.

In one corner of the room an iron kettle with white

steam gently rising, rested on the glowing coals of

the irori hearth. The priest moved so soundlessly that

even the air seemed still. I watched dazedly as he

knelt before the hearth, his back toward the room.

Through the open end of the room I looked into

the small temple garden. Thick brown pine needles

matted the ground. A line of lichened rocks wound in

and out, down to a stone lantern. I felt transported into

some deep hidden forest, far from the dwelling of

man. Elder Sister touched my knees with her finger-

tips, and I, startled, was brought back to the present

world.

The priest, using a small spoon, was dipping the

blue-green tea from a black-lacquered canister and

putting it into the bowl. He picked up the little

wooden dipper, placing the tips of his fingers evenly

along the stem, and laid it horizontally across his

hands before dipping it into the kettle. Slowly he

poured hot water into the bowl, and returned the dip-

per to a corner of the tray. Then he picked up the
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whisk in the same manner, and gently stirred the mix-

ture to a feathery foam.

"Tea ceremony is an art," he said in a low, clear

voice as he placed the bowl before Nobu. He ex-

plained that in performing tea ceremony it is most

essential to keep the graceful upper curve of the hand,

with the fingers even at the tips.

I looked at the bowl Elder Sister was lifting. The

foam had settled, and there was hardly more than

a few teaspoonfuls of tea in the bottom. She daintily

sipped three times, cupping the bowl in her hands and

lifting it for each sip. Then she took a small folded

paper napkin out of the bosom of her kimono, wiped
the edge of the bowl lightly once, and passed the bowl

to me. The thick green tea was bitter to my tongue,

but the lingering after-taste was indescribably sweet.

The first lesson was over. As we walked out of the

gate, I asked Elder Sister if she had understood about

the Zen philosophy. She tilted her head to one side

and said thoughtfully, "Supreme repose supreme re-

pose. In that quiet room I felt I understood, but now,
in this helter-skelter, I really don't know."

About this time we also started lessons in flower

arrangement. Our teacher was a woman about forty

years old, dressed in severe dark kimono, with an

overgarment of even darker hue. Her hair was cut

short. When I was presented to her for the first time,

I thought, "Ah, she is a bibojin." This means "widow,"

or literally, "not yet dead person." It is the custom

for a woman to cut her hair when her husband dies,

and place it in his coffin before cremation. This shear-
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ing of her most precious possession is a symbol that

she is existing only physically, that her thoughts are

always with the husband. I felt that this woman's

personality was like a deep-rooted tree in dark forest,

never touched by the rays of the sun. Looking at her

earthen-image face, I wondered if it had ever known

even a fleeting smile.

The teacher had brought with her a bundle of

nanten branches and a silken bag containing her

knives and red-handled shears. These she placed on

the green grass mat, and, having bowed to us, she

slipped silently down on her knees before them. She

untied the green boughs, carefully took out the knives

and shears, and began to trim the branches and bend

them to shape. Elder Sister and I, wordless, watched

the gentle motion of her fingers. In the stillness of the

room the shears made a pachin-pachin sound. The

teacher tilted her head a little and studied the bronze

vase. She put in one branch, and sat back to look at

the effect. Then she put in a second and a third, until

there were about nine branches of different heights

arranged in the vase.

Moving backward from the mat in one unbroken

motion, she explained briefly and simply the spirit of

flower arrangement. "It is the re-creation of the uni-

verse," she said. "The symbol of heaven, earth, and

man, and expressing their unity."

The tallest branches symbolized heaven, the next

man, the lowest earth. The teacher turned to Nobu

and said, "Now, if you will, please arrange the flow-

ers with this in mind."

90



HOME TRAINING

Elder Sister slipped gracefully onto the mat, studied

the arrangement with a solemn expression, carefully

removed the branches one by one, and arranged them

in the vase again. The teacher sat behind her, silently

watching the way she used her hands. "It was well

done, for the first time," she commended.

Then came my turn. Hopefully praying that I

would be able to acquit myself as well as Elder Sis-

ter had, I removed the boughs one by one and laid

them in order on the mat so that I would be able to

remember their positions. Then I placed in the vase

the tallest branch symbolizing heaven, and after it

the others. As I finished and withdrew from the mat

bowing, there was a loud swish. I lifted my head to

find the vase turned over and the branches scattered

like trees after a hurricane. Involuntarily I trembled,

clasped my shoulders with crossed arms, and looked

at the teacher out of the corner of my eyes. Without

any expression on her face she slipped back onto the

mat, took up the fallen boughs, and replaced them

one by one.

I was determined to repair my disgrace, so I ap-

plied myself sedulously during flower arrangement
lessons. As the lessons went on, we were allowed to

trim and shape the branches ourselves. One day,
when Elder Sister had left the room to get some water

for the vase, the teacher said to me, "You are more

gifted than your sister in flower arrangement and in

the use of your hands."

I was speechless with surprise. I had always thought
that Elder Sister far excelled me in everything. I
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wanted to tell her what the teacher had said, but

fearing to hurt her pride, I kept this secret to myself.

We were always happy when Saturday came, for

we had school only half a day. But now we felt sad-

ness too. Other girls returned home to play, but now
we went to take lessons in penmanship. This was

considered important training for brides, for one of

the duties of a wife is to send beautifully written

greetings to her husband's relatives.

Our penmanship teacher received us in a room

facing her garden, the sliding doors opening onto the

veranda. She sat with her back to the garden, kneel-

ing before a low desk, and the pupils sat facing her.

As I pushed the oblong inkstick on the flat black stone,

I looked beyond the teacher to where intertwined

branches of trees cast a lacy pattern on the reddish

garden walks. In the room there was only the sooth-

ing sound of scraping inksticks; and I sat quietly,

breathing the fragrance of ink and watching the

changing shadows in the garden. As if in a dream I

heard the teacher explain that inferior ink was gritty

and did not run smoothly from the brush; that su-

perior ink had delightful odor and followed the will

of the brush, leaving a clear glossy stroke.

At first I did not understand that she was teaching
us to transform the printed characters into cursive

writing, so I made curves and flourishes at random.

Without leaving her place the teacher would reach

over and correct my writing. I marveled that she

could correct it upside down when it was so difficult

for me to write with the paper right side up.
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My world in these days was a quiet world, like

the mirrored surface of an ancient pool; without mo-

tion, without flow, reflecting the clear blue sky or the

moving clouds, itself unchanged. Sometimes a wind

ruffled the surface to waves, but it returned again to

ancient, untroubled calm.



The Narikin and the Rice Riot

IN THE SUMMER of 1918, Elder Sister and

I were invited to visit the family of our uncle at Lake

Chuzenji in Nikko. This uncle, according to lineage,

was far removed from us; but according to genealogy,
our house was a branch which had separated from

Uncle's several generations ago; Uncle's family was

the main branch, and therefore its members were our

closest relatives. Uncle had inherited through many
generations an extensive wholesale clothing business.

Besides this, he had acquired interests in some thirty

factories which, during the World War, had shot up
like bamboo shoots after rain. Riding on wartime

prosperity, Uncle had started to live more opulently
than we, and had recently bought a summer villa in

Nikko. He was, in fact, one of the "narikin" or newly
rich, so severely criticized by the public, but I did
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not know this. "Narikin" is a chess term for the chess-

man who enters the enemy lines and becomes a gold

general. I had kept a pure, small-girl antagonism to-

ward these newly rich who spent money like water:

once I had heard how a narikin in Osaka reveled, gaz-

ing at the white skin of a geisha as she danced and

frolicked in a room which he had filled full of golden-

colored sake. I did not dream that my own uncle

could be one of these people.

Nikko is surrounded by beautiful mountains and

water, and at the foot of the mountains stands

Toshogu, the mausoleum of Tokugawa leyasu, which

has a collection of the finest pieces of art. Once I

had been taken sight-seeing in Nikko by my second

mother. Standing before the gold-and-silver-sculp-

tured Yomei Gate at the entrance of Toshogu, Mother

had said that it was called Day-waning Gate because

one can gaze at it all day and still its beauties are

not exhausted when day draws to a close.

Holding to my heart the half-burnt remembrance

of that visit to Nikko with Mother, I got off the train.

The base of the mountain ranges stretched to our

feet, and the mountain
spirit, echoing the water-

sound in the gorges, wrapped me gently in itself.

Elder Sister and I rocked up the slowly rising moun-

tain path in the jinrikisha which had been sent to

meet us, and watched the water of the gorge at our

feet. The water was blue and so clear that it seemed

that one could pick up the small stones lying deep at

the bottom of the gorge. The rapid waters broke

whitely between sharp granite crags and scattered like
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flower petals. The narrow suspension bridge across the

gorge moved swayingly as the kuruma went over it.

I remembered suddenly how, as we approached the

bridge, Mother had said it was cold and had put a

furoshiki over the head of timid me.

Gradually we looked down on the peaks of the

mountain range, and at last we came to the shores of

Chuzenji Lake at the top of the range. Chuzenji Lake,

quietly reflecting densely luxuriant Cryptomeria, was

blue and clear. Uncle's villa on the opposite side of the

lake stood as though embraced by the mountain side

and the tall Cryptomeria.
The villa was built in both Western and Japanese

style, and had countless rooms. Beyond the full-

blooming rose garden was a billiard room; on the

opposite side was a garden with a rustic gate; behind

the stone lantern and the pine branches, the white

shoji of the elaborate tea room was visible.

That night, for the first time, I slept on a Western

bed instead of on a quilt spread over a mat. I lay on

my back on the bed, happy at the softness and the

feeling that my body floated in space, as though I

were riding on clouds through the sky. Elder Sister

peered at my face. "Hani, be careful not to fall off the

bed, ne" she said solemnly.

The next morning I awoke and looked quickly

around me. My body was still on the bed, but the

silken feather comforter had slipped to the floor. Step-

ping stealthily, I picked it up and went over to the

window. Against the dawning sky the faraway moun-

tain ranges piled up in faint purplish lines through
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floating morning mist. Gradually, as if heavenly

bodies danced down and unfolded transparent gar-

ments, light spread over the ranges. At Uncle's villa

even the natural scenery seemed to reach the limit of

extravagance.

After breakfast we were taken by Aunt for a walk

to Kegon Falls. Young and beautiful Aunt had

wrapped her slender body in a kimono of soft silk

crepe, demure, with a light blue background. We
were wearing ordinary kimonos of coarse silk, and

when we stood before Aunt's lithe silken form we
felt stiffly starched, as if we would make a gowa-gowa
noise. When we went trout fishing in the afternoon,

Aunt changed to a gauze crepe kimono of blue back-

ground with a design of bamboo leaves.

There were a number of Occidental people at the

trout hatchery. The Occidental women walked with

their chests thrust out and seemed actually to be tip-

ping backward. One of them who stood with a fishing

rod near me incessantly said something to me, but I

could not understand her and so I looked blankly at

her face. As I looked, I thought I saw whiskers grow-

ing at the corners of her mouth. Later, when I asked

Uncle about this, he said, "American women imitate

everything men do, so there are many women who
even put on mustaches like men." Since men with

mustaches are usually university professors or higher

officials, I wondered if women in America put on

mustaches when they became accomplished.

Supper, unlike the noonday meal, was in pure Oc-

cidental style. I worried lest I misuse the many differ-
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ent-shaped knives and forks arranged on the table.

Thinking how calamitous that would be, I hid behind

Elder Sister and glanced sideways at Aunt's way of

handling them. Perhaps because of my worry, the

Occidental meal which I usually liked so much
seemed to stick in my chest.

That night the lake, sinking into evening darkness,

was like a dream world. The evening primrose sud-

denly unfolded its lovely bloom. I loved this flower

which in the evening dusk by the side of the lake

opened its flower bashfully and all alone gazed up
at the moon.

One evening early in August, Uncle, Aunt, Elder

Sister and I went out for a walk along the lake shore

in the direction of the souvenir shops which sold pic-

ture postcards and handicraft work. The lake reflected

the lights of lanterns, and on the shore a water fowl

spread and flapped its white wings. All at once the

sound of bells and the cry of "Extra! Extra!" pierced

the peaceful stillness. A newspaper boy came dashing

toward us, his head-band knotted in front, the bells

on his hips sounding jaran-jaran. Uncle bought a

paper and glanced at it, and the color of his face

changed. He began to walk, in silence, with hurrying

feet. Almost running after him, we returned home.

The extra reported that a riot had begun as a pro-

test against the doubling of the price of rice. It said

that from moment to moment the riot was spreading.

Fishermen's wives in a fishing village in Toyama Pre-

fecture had raised a clamor. Eventually this riot
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spread to the great cities of Kyoto, Osaka and Kobe,

and led finally to the mobilization of the army.

Uncle, agitated, decided to leave at once for Tokyo.

Elder Sister and I, sitting on either side of Aunt,

strained after the sound of Uncle's limousine as it

faded into the quiet darkness. Aunt said that she

would be lonesome by herself, and so we slept that

night in the room next to her bedroom. I lay in bed

and saw in my mind a glistening white mountain of

rice and the forms of fishermen's wives who could not

buy it. As I closed my eyes, the memory of a beggar
woman and her child whom I had seen in the street

came to me fleetingly and it seemed to me that they
were saying something. . . .

The next morning Aunt carefully read the paper
which she generally only glanced at after Uncle had

finished reading it. Under a headline, KOBE'S RICE RIOT,

there was a short article reporting that a mob of

twenty thousand had advanced on Suzuki Firm, which

was reputed to have raised the price of rice by buying
it up, and had attacked the rice warehouses.

"Isn't it terrible that ignorant people act like this?"

Aunt said to Elder Sister, lifting her eyes from the

newspaper. "Of course, I feel sorry for people who
can't buy rice because the price is so high, but

wouldn't it be better if they would request things

quietly? Isn't it outrageous of them to throw stones

and kick through the doors of Suzuki Firm's rice ware-

houses?"

Elder Sister agreed vigorously, and looked at the

paper. "Oh honorable Aunt," she said, "it says here
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that the soldiers folded their arms and let the mob do

as they pleased. It says, 'Soldiers seem in their inner

minds to sympathize with the crowd/
"

Aunt said, "Because of such things the riot is spread-

ing. In our house we always contribute to charity and

are kind to the people, but still an increasing number

of them return evil for good/' She sighed, worried

perhaps about Uncle's business affairs.

Late that night Uncle returned from Tokyo; but he

continued to go busily back and forth. The rice riot,

which had begun early in August, continued for over

a month, and spread through most of the nation, dis-

turbingly. At the same time, strikes sprang up here

and there. Uncle, who usually talked only about trout

fishing or motorboating, now talked ill-temperedly

about the rice riot and the strikes.

"In Japan," he said, "there is a beautiful custom of

parent and son relationship, and workers and em-

ployers have lived harmoniously like one family. To

express it in a broader sense, the entire Japanese
nation is one peaceful family helping each other in

times of trouble, worrying for each other. But the

workers nowadays have twisted minds and don't con-

sider masters as masters. This is the bad influence of

foreign materialistic civilization."

I could only look dazedly at the dizzily flowing
torrent of society. I had the faintly ominous feeling

one has on a clear summer day when in a corner of

the sky the rain clouds boil up suddenly and every-

thing is dark. But, as when the rain is over, the feeling

faded away.
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Two autumns after this, Uncle, hurled into the

storm of the post-War depression, was forced to sur-

render to other hands the Nikko villa and the big

store handed down to him through generations; the

furniture which he had also inherited from past gen-

erations was hauled desolately into our storeroom.

Because of his inability to pay the debts of the thirty

factories for which he was responsible, he became a

marked man of the bill collectors and had to go into

hiding. In his extravagant residence in Tokyo, with its

heavy doored gate, emptiness and silence were set-

tling. I visited Aunt in her small hiding-out house with

its wicket door. She still retained her rich young mis-

tress* elegance, and wore a heavy crepe haori serenely

on her shoulders. But as I sipped the tea brought out

by Aunt's own hands, I noticed that on the beautiful

Zm0n-ware teacup before her, the gold-flower design
on red background was cracked off, like chipped
teeth. I was startled, as if I had seen something which

I should not have seen, and silently I drooped my
head.
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I WAS HURRYING home in the rain. Night
was coming on, and I was caught up in a dense crowd

returning from work. Although I was carrying an arm-

ful of books and holding my paper umbrella high and

lifting my skirt to protect it from mud, still I walked

as if in a dream. Only when I was jostled by someone

was I aware of those about me. My thoughts were

still at the Y.W.C.A., whence I had come.

The soft thin rain, clearing my thoughts, stirred in

me feelings impossible to communicate. I was living

in a world of my own, a world of radiance and prom-

ise, and in the center of this world was myself. I knew

that there was something inside me that did not be-

long to my house, that did not belong to my country,

that was neither my family's nor my ancestors', but

was all mine. For some time now I had caught these

hitherto undiscovered truths in snatches of poetry
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which floated through my mind. And tonight the deep
resonance of the hymn which had been sung at the

"Y" before the meeting ended re-echoed inside me
and found a response. I had not dared to sing it with

the others I was unable to keep a tune. But as I

turned into our quiet street I slowed down and mur-

mured, "The Lord is my shepherd. I shall not want.

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures. He
restoreth my soul. . . ." And suddenly I knew that

the queer fluttering inside me was my own soul. The

hushed stillness, the sweet scent of air, agreed that it

was so.

After school that afternoon I had gone to the library

for an English textbook. Instead of returning home, I

had found myself at the "Y." A woman I had never

seen was speaking from the platform. Her talk was

about a labor conference that was to be held in Wash-

ington, the capital of her country. She said that it had

grown out of the Versailles Treaty, and that it offered

the people of Japan a great opportunity to discuss

their aims, their needs, and their difficulties with rep-

resentatives of other countries. When she said that it

would help to make a lasting peace for the entire

world and to end the increasing number of strikes

throughout Japan, I felt happy. She told of a large

meeting to be held that night by Yuai Kai, the

Friendly Laborers' Society. A Japanese Christian

lawyer had started the society to educate workers,

and he was still the head of it. I could not follow all

that she said, but I felt drawn into a larger world.

After some more speeches and prayers, a woman in
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a long black dress with a little lace collar played the

piano. I was shy and slipped out of the meeting, my
head in the clouds.

When I arrived at the side entrance of our house, I

still felt warm and soft and pure inside, but not quite

so secure in the possession of my own soul. I slipped
out of my high clogs, washed, changed my clothes,

and entered the dining room. Elder Sister, Younger
Brother and Oba-san were already seated on their

cushions. Father was not at home. I gave the cus-

tomary greeting, but it was met with icy stares. We
ate our food in silence. I picked at mine. I knew I was

in disgrace. My world had narrowed, and I was unable

to recapture my former mood.

Just before dinner ended, Nobu spoke, her voice

sounding far away. "Why did not my sister attend tea-

ceremony lesson today?"
So that was it. Again I had neglected my womanly

duties. I explained that I had gone to the library for

an English textbook and had stopped at the "Y" for

only a second, but that there had been such a wonder-

ful meeting that I had stayed. I told her it was impor-
tant for me to improve my English by hearing it

spoken properly.

My brother said contemptuously, "It is ridiculous

for a girl to study English as seriously as a boy does."

I had invaded his masculine world and hurt his pride.

Elder Sister, conscious of the fact that she was

shortly to graduate from high school, was very supe-

rior: "You listen to these foreigners too seriously. They
have a bad influence on us. We must learn to take
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what we want from them without becoming like them.

My morals teacher warned us about the women espe-

cially. She said that in America they have a rap-

idly developed civilization, without culture, without

standards; they have had to build up their morals be-

cause they aren't born with them as we are. She said

that we wouldn't have a labor problem here if it

weren't for the Americans and other foreigners who
want the Japanese women to hate the men and make

them restless."

I wanted to tell Nobu she wasn't right. The woman
at the "Y" had spoken not of hate but of love and

righteousness. But I could find no words to express

my thoughts; I did not know how to explain that I

had not accepted what she said and that I wanted to

be drawn into a wider world.

That night I did not sleep very well, and I awoke

early in the morning. The sun was shining brightly

when I went into the dining room and picked up the

morning paper. It was full of Rodo Mondai, the labor

problem. It told of the arrest of a Mr. Toyohiko

Kagawa, who was one of the leaders in a strike of

fifteen thousand workers in the Kawasaki Shipbuild-

ing Yards in Kobe. The workers were striking for the

unheard-of workday of eight hours. The newspaper

story made fun of a member of the committee of

strikers who, when he was asked for the meaning of

collective bargaining, said, "I will reply tomorrow

when I have consulted the committee."

There was an editorial in the paper which praised
the action of Doctor Yoshino, a professor of Tokyo
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Imperial University, and Mr. Kitazawa, a professor of

Waseda University, in withdrawing from the Friendly

Love Society because it had endorsed the Govern-

ment's delegates to the Washington Peace Confer-

ence.

Then there was a long article about the meeting of

the Yuai Kai. Here for the first time a woman worker

had addressed an audience. She had spoken with a

baby strapped to her back. She said that she and her

husband together made less than sixty Yen a month

not enough to feed and care for her family properly.

She said that she had to work such long hours that

she had no time for her husband and children. She

asked for shorter hours, and for one day of rest a week

instead of the one day a month which the workers in

her factory were given. Another speaker said that the

workers wanted to send their own delegate to Wash-

ington and not accept the one chosen by the Govern-

ment. He said that the Government delegate would

only stress racial discrimination in other countries,

and the workers wanted to push their own demands.

Resolutions were passed asking for shorter hours, a

higher rate of pay, and the right to organize. The

chairman said that the unrest among the people was

due, not to outside influence, but to the industrializa-

tion of Japan and to the increasing number of acci-

dents in the factories. He said that if the Government

would encourage the workers to organize, there would

be better discipline among them and fewer riots.

All of this sounded very interesting, but it did not

touch or affect my life in any way. I was glad that my
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country was being represented in this extraordinary

labor conference, but I did not understand most of

the new words used in the newspaper, and since

Father was not at home I could not find out what

they meant.

After breakfast, while I was running about collect-

ing our school things, Nobu said, "You see, it's just as

I told you. Imagine a working-class woman with a

baby on her back speaking before a large audience,

telling her troubles. It is just as my teacher said. It is

a disgrace to the women of Japan. The outside world

will think that all Japanese women are like that. Why
can't she keep her troubles to herself instead of being

disrespectful to her employers? She should be grate-

ful to them."

I admired Nobu for her ability to present her

thoughts. I wished that I might express mine as well,

but they were only a series of impressions, none of

which I was able to define. Instead of trying, I said,

"We must hurry. Today is the day my class has factory

inspection and a visit to the slums."

I made no connection between what I had just read

and this proposed trip. The one dealt with the outside

world, the other was part of my school work. Because

of the great interest in labor problems throughout

Japan, these trips were arranged for high school and

college students. We were not prepared for them.

There was no discussion of them beforehand. We
were not to have any opinions. We were not to ana-

lyze. We were not to draw any conclusions. We were

merely to observe.
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The teacher led the students along the Sen River.

This river had once been a bay, but now it was a

narrow open sewer in which garbage and refuse were

thrown. Black oil floated on top of the water. When

Tokyo had rain for three or more successive days, the

river banks overflowed, and the foul refuse caused

epidemics of typhus, typhoid fever, scarlet fever, and

skin diseases, which often spread to other parts of the

city. We tried to hold our breath so as not to take in

that vile odor.

On both sides of the river were small shacks. They
were built on the muddy banks without foundations,

and they sank ever deeper into the earth. They were

so low we could almost touch their roofs. Outside of

them, torn kimonos and underwear hung over bamboo

poles extending horizontally from the roofs. Our own
soft purple and red hakama skirts were vivid in that

drab neighborhood.
Little children with strained eyes and running noses

stared at us with open mouths. When we looked at

them, they ran away like so many little birds.

We turned into a narrow street where with out-

stretched arms we could touch the houses on both

sides. The doors were broken and the paper screens

were torn so that we could see inside. Out of these

huts came, not the lusty cries of healthy babies, but

the sorrowful wails of weak and sick babies. We
stopped in front of one of the houses and peeked

through the torn paper screen. The interior was dark

and seemed unoccupied. Torn bedding lay on the
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floor, with dirty gray cotton once white tumbling

out of it.

Tingling with the drama of poverty, I thought to

myself, "Such misery is but the way of the world."

Suddenly the bedding moved. Two eyes glared out

at us. A voice shouted, "Get away from here. I am
not an animal in a zoo!"

My poetic feelings thrown to the winds, my heart

beating wildly, I ran with the other girls. One of them

said, "How could he be so rude and frighten us?"

When the teacher, walking with measured pace,

caught up with us, she said, "It is not good manners

for well-bred young ladies to run in panic no matter

how rudely they may be spoken to. These low crea-

tures deserve their misery; it is of their own making.
We have seen enough. Now we will proceed to the

factory."

A half-hour's walk through narrow winding streets

brought us in view of a high brick wall towering up-
ward like a cliff. The houses around it seemed to be

bowing low on the earth. Something shone and

gleamed around the top of the wall. When we came

nearer, I saw that it was a row of sharp, jagged pieces

of glass which jutted out like so many swords. The

purpose of them was to prevent anyone's escaping
from inside or climbing over from the outside. Two

guards, swinging their clubs, were posted on either

side of the double iron gate of the factory. They

opened the gate for us. A cold tremor went down my
back as quietly we entered a bare, sinister courtyard.

This textile factory was built in Western style, but
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inside the woodwork was unpainted and had turned

black. We were met by company officials who bowed

ceremoniously. One of them said, "We welcome the

opportunity to show you our modern factory." He

stepped forward and led us into a large room. The

machinery was whirring with such a tremendous

sound that I thought it would break my eardrums. A
three-inch belt ran fast with wave-like motion, and

out of it came groaning, angry sounds which reverber-

ated from the walls, the ceiling, the windows. The

clashing sounds seemed to bite and quarrel with each

other. The company official stood in the center of the

room, between rows of machines. I saw his mouth

moving, but his voice vanished into the noise. Around

the room were pipes out of which came a misty steam

which made the fiber strong. The room was kept at a

temperature of eighty-five degrees fahrenheit. In the

moist air the machinery created a wind,, and millions

of tiny, feathery bits of cotton whirled and settled on

the faces and shoulders of the girls.

Each girl was managing four of the fast-moving

machines. I looked at the girl in front of me, met her

glassy stare, and turned away. Directly in front of me
in that colorless room was a piece of faded red cloth.

I wondered what it meant until the official explained

that it was a warning to the girls that badly woven

cloth would not be tolerated. He told us that there

were four grades of cloth. The first grade guaranteed
the girl full wages sixty sen a day, or fifteen cents in

American money; second-grade cloth deducted 2 per

cent from her wages; third-grade cloth cut the wages
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in half; and fourth-grade cloth gave her no pay at all.

He said that the wages were higher here than in most

factories, and so they had to insist on good quality.

It takes about two days to make a length of cloth of

twenty-eight shaku, or nine yards. I later learned that

when the cloth was bad it was usually due, not to the

girls, but to the poor machines and the inferior cot-

ton with which they worked.

The official pointed to a list of names on a large

sheet of paper hung on the wall:

Koyama Ito12 sen third grade
Mori Takino sen fourth grade

(etc.)

Turning to us, he said, "All the girls are ashamed to

make a bad grade. They all work very hard for the

first grade and cry if their names appear on the

paper/'

We looked back at the girls. They were about the

same age as we. Some were panting and limping.
We did not know then that 20 per cent of these girls

had beriberi; that their feet were so swollen that the

least unevenness in the floor caused them to fall. We
looked at them as though we were watching a play
and thought we were bringing a certain amount of

gaiety and pleasure by our presence. Their lips were

moving as they worked. I couldn't hear their words,
but it was not long afterward that I heard of the songs
which had been in vogue since Japan first had textile

mills. They were songs composed by the girls them-

selves, with words like these:
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The factory is just like a hell,

Our foreman is like a devil,

The turning wheel is like a wheel of fire,

The work in the factory is like prison in a cell

Only without metal chains. . , .

The official, grinning broadly, led us into the din-

ing room. It was a fair-sized room, with long, bare,

unbroken rows of benches and tables.

"Most of these girls are from the country," he told

us. "In their homes they eat only barley. Here we give

them hot white rice, so they are better fed than they
would be at home. They used to eat in shifts, but now
we stop all of the machinery so that they can eat at

the same time."

In answer to a question of the teacher he said that

the factory law provided that the girls work only

twelve hours a day, but that most of them took advan-

tage of the privilege of working an hour overtime to

earn an extra five sen the equivalent of a cent and a

half in American money. He took out his watch and

looked at it. "It is about time for the girls' lunch," he

said. "It is better for us to leave."

He led us to the door. As we were leaving the din-

ing room we heard the signal for lunch. The girls were

unable to hear the blast, and so a flag was waved inside

the room as a signal. The lunch period was half an

hour, and the girls had to clean their machines be-

fore they could eat. They didn't stop to wash their

hands, for there was little enough time left. The sud-

denly quiet halls resounded to waves of running steps.
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The dining room was in turmoil, and I could hear

some of the conversation. The dining room attendant

was saying, "All these girls are pigs."

"We don't mind if we are pigs or horses, just give us

our food/' the girls shouted back.

I blushed at this conversation.

We left the noise behind us and went on to the

dormitories. The rooms here were in Japanese style,

with mat floors, and they all had elegant names: Pine

Tree Room, Plum Blossom Room, Bamboo Room. The

official said that 80 per cent of mill workers were

girls; that in some mills only half of the girls slept in,

but that it was their policy to have all the girls sleep

in dormitories. There were two hundred girls
in this

factory, and two girls shared one quilt.

"The parents of these girls have entrusted them to

us," he said. "We have accepted this grave responsi-

bility, and we watch carefully over their daily lives.

We think it unwise for such young girls to go out more

than once a month. Once a month two or three girls

are permitted to leave together, but they must return

before ten o'clock in the evening. That is an inflexible

rule."

He showed us a magazine called Koshu No Haha

(The Mother of the Weaver), which the factory pub-
lished for the girls. At the bottom of the cover was

inscribed:

WORK HARD WITHOUT COMPLAINT

IT IS FOR YOUR COUNTRY. FOR YOUR PARENTS.

FOR YOUR HAPPINESS.
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He said, "We feel we can best safeguard our girls

from dangerous and corrupting thoughts by publish-

ing our own paper instead of letting them read papers
and magazines from outside."

With many bows he led us to the door. He told us

that he hoped we had a better understanding of the

way a modern factory was run, and of the humane
considerations which prompted the company to pro-
tect the girls. The teacher, with many apologies for

having kept him from his lunch, assured him that the

young girls in her charge quite appreciated the work

being accomplished here.

I had held back, and now I caught up with the

others with a troubled heart. When the girls returned

to their machines, before the noise started up, I had

heard them singing in low, sad voices:

Each spring the cherry buds open,
Each spring cherry blossoms fall,

But they will bloom again next spring.

The flowers in my heart never open.
When will my flowers bloom?

I am only a slave girl,

A little bird

Who cannot fly, even if I had wings;
I can see the sky, but I am in a cage;

I am a little, little bird

Without wings. . . .



Elder Sister's Wedding

ELDER SISTER NOBU was sewing, oblivi-

ous to her surroundings. The red silk lining spread
over her lap fell in bright folds under the electric

light. The sound of silken thread drawn through her

fingers flowed softly into the autumn evening. Elder

Sister was voiceless, as though her mind and spirit

were engrossed. Her momoware haircomb with the

red tied and dyed hair-cloth leaned a little heavily to

one side.

To sew well was considered one of woman's chief

accomplishments. As a child, tirelessly I had watched

my mother's hands as she sewed my clothes. Then I

had prayed that I would soon be able to do sewing.

But now my mind was filled with thoughts so stormy
and agitating that to sew quietly was wearisome.

When my clothes became soiled, I ripped the seams
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and sent them to be washed and dried on boards.

These pieces had again to be sewn together, and this

much I did, sewing up my own ordinary kimono with

my own hands. But now I sat by the hibachi, running

my eyes over the papers, aimlessly.

To me, Elder Sister with the Nihon haircomb, ab-

sorbedly moving her hands, was like a woman in a

picture book of a long, long time ago. Elder Sister had

been a sympathetic, comforting mother to motherless

me. But that mother-image living in my mind was

effaced now, sucked away into darkness. Elder Sister

no longer even tried to peer into my thoughts. Even

though we sat in the same room, we were far apart.

We were living in different mental worlds.

The kettle on the hibachi began to boil, making a

chin-chin sound. The steam coming out of the spout

cast a swaying shadow on the wall. As I rustled the

papers in my hands, Elder Sister said in a very quiet

voice:

"Hani, although I haven't told you until now, mat-

ters have finally progressed to Omiai." Flushing

slightly, Elder Sister put her sewing to one side.

"Omiai?" I repeated the word, echoingly. Miai is

the formal meeting, face to face, of the prospective

parties to a marriage. Before this, the go-between

exchanges the photographs of the two parties. I re-

membered Elder Sister's worrying about her pictures,

going back repeatedly to be rephotographed when

they did not meet with her approval.

"This person, I think, is my ideal. For, first of all,

he is a graduate of Imperial University, does not drink
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sake, and his interests are many." Since a graduate of

Imperial University has a promise for the future,

Elder Sister considered this a first requirement.

I lowered the newspaper to my knees and steadily

looked at Elder Sister's face. Her mind, deciding on

marriage merely by looking at a photograph, seemed

strange and not to be measured.

"But aren't you worried about deciding on a hus-

band whom you do not know very well?"

"Well, besides the photograph, a complete investi-

gation has been made of his school records, his inter-

ests, his family's affairs, his family tree. Haru, every-

one marries in this way."

Japanese marriage binds family to family, and there

is no consideration given to mutual love.

"But, Elder Sister, can you like a person just by see-

ing one photograph and then having the Omiai? Can

you love him? In Ellen Kay's book it says that to marry
without love is immoral."

About this time a new way of thinking and new
words were becoming fashionable. Words like ren ai,

"love between a man and a woman." I did not know
the mystery and beauty of love, but I felt drawn to-

ward the word.

"You mustn't use such a wanton word as ren ai,

Haru. Although you like to use new words, ren ai

really means dalliance between a man and a woman.
A fine marriage and ren ai are altogether different

things. Be careful when you talk about these things."

"But, but" I was a little angry. "To marry like

you, isn't it like being a prostitute in Yoshiwara? In
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the last analysis, I think it is the same thing as selling

your own body."

"Hani, such horrid things" Elder Sister began,
and then bent over her work. Her gently sloping

shoulders shook a little. I listened to her sobbing,

dazed. I had had no intention of making her cry.

Elder Sister raised her face wet with tears, and said,

"When you were small, Grandmother used to say
what a good bride you would be. The Haru who used

always to imitate me so docilely, why has she changed
so much?"

As though to look deeply into me, Elder Sister put
her hands on my knees. I grasped her hands gently,

thinking that I had said inexcusable things.

The next day, while Elder Sister was absent at the

hairdresser's, the maid told me a secret. She said that

my sister's fiance's mother was stopping casually in

the neighborhood, at the rice dealer's, at the wine

shop where we traded, to investigate my sister's repu-

tation. "Anyway, the fiance's mother finds your elder

sister to her liking," the maid added with a serious

expression. It was easy at this time to credit anything
even slightly disadvantageous to Elder Sister, to me,

the younger sister.

After the miai was concluded, the talk progressed

rapidly. Betrothal presents were exchanged, and a

lucky day at the end of December was selected for

the marriage ceremony.
I looked at two-year-older Elder Sister gazing at

the dyed marriage ceremony kimono, and felt a cold-

ness in my heart. Was the same fate waiting for me
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two years hence? Since childhood I had been taught

that to marry when one became of age was a woman's

way and a duty toward one's parents. But the thought

of marriage was like a mountain towering hazily in

the distance beyond the plain, and though I ap-

proached it and approached it, still it was eternally

far away. Now, looking at Elder Sister going as bride,

I felt the mountain close before me.

The day of Elder Sister's wedding was a cold, clear

winter day. The afternoon sun, slanting obliquely,

dropped pale light on the veranda of the living room.

The time was nearing for us to go together to the mar-

riage ceremony, which was to be performed at Hibiya

Daijingu, the great shrine.

Since morning the hairdresser and kimono dresser

had beseiged our house, and Elder Sister, hiding be-

hind a screen in a large room removed from the house-

hold, had not once shown her face. I, wearing a

suso-moyo kimono with a hem-design and with obi

tied high on my breast, waited for Elder Sister to

finish her preparations. I had felt no spirit to wear a

new kimono and to adorn myself; my mind, filled

with more important questions, was impatient with

such things. But when I had said that I would not care

if I wore a Western dress which I happened to have,

Grandmother had said it was unseemly, and had sent

a suso-moyo kimono.

The noisy wheel-sound of the kuruma, which was

taking out Elder Sister's luggage, stopped suddenly,
and everything was quiet. The pine tree, with the

yellow straw cap to protect it against snow, stood
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solemnly in the garden. Father came downstairs and

entered the room in which I sat. He was wearing

striped trousers and a cutaway.
"Do you think Nobu will be ready soon? When she

is, please come with her to the reception room." So

saying, he left the room.

Soon there was a sound of quiet footsteps and silken

rustle, and the flower-bride shape of Elder Sister ap-

peared before me. To me she was more like a beauti-

fully dressed doll than like a living person. We opened
the shoji of the reception room where Father and

Younger Brother were waiting, holding their hands

over the hibachi. Younger Brother, wearing his

closely-buttoned school uniform, sat on a cushion

uncomfortably. Entering behind Elder Sister, I sat

beside Younger Brother.

Father said, "This is the final time that the three

of you and Father will sit here as one family, ne. So

thinking, I asked you all to meet here. Nobu, for a

long time you have taken care of Younger Brother

and Younger Sister. You have also devoted yourself

well to Father. I want to thank you for all these things.

I am happy for you too, Nobu, that the match is so

good. But when Father thinks that you are leaving this

house forever, various thoughts come floating to his

mind." As though suddenly overwhelmed, Father cut

short his words. Was he thinking, if only Mother were

alive? Then he continued in a more formal tone:

"Nobu, until now this has been your home. From

now on your home is that to which you go as bride.
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Besides that there is no other. I suppose you under-

stand."

Elder Sister, who had been sitting silently with

head bowed, quietly raised her face. "Father, I under-

stand your words well. I thank you for having cared

for me until now." A tear fell, spattering, on the back

of her hands folded in her lap. Was her heart stung

by the sorrow of eternal separation from herself as

daughter?

"So, if we don't leave, we shall be late," Father said,

and got up; but Elder Sister only drooped her head.

When she raised it finally, the face with the make-up
was wet with tears.

The kimono dresser, flustered, took Elder Sister

into the powder room, saying, "Please don't cry any

more, ne" and touched up her face.

"I always have a hard time," she complained.
"There are so many flower-brides who cry just before

leaving."

When we arrived at Hibiya Daijingu, the world

was dusking grayly, and the great torii was thrown

like a silhouette against the purple-colored sky. The

Shinto priest, with headgear and flowing robe remi-

niscent of many-centuried ancient time, came out and

led us to the main shrine. The bride and bridegroom
knelt before the shrine. Elder Sister was dressed in a

long-sleeved suso-moyo kimono of black background,

dyed with green pine and a large silver crane flying;

the bridegroom wore Western swallowtail.

Quietly the Shinto priest approached them, holding
in his hands the gohei, symbol of sanctity. He began
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to wave it above the bride and groom, from left to

right, mumbling, chanting, repeating, "Shake off evil!

Purify!" The long black tail-like decoration of his

headgear swung back and forth above the priest's

head. Closing his eyes, he kept on waving the gohei.

I trembled lest its white paper fringes get tangled in

Elder Sister's high Shimada haircomb. But Elder Sis-

ter did not move one line of her forehead, and the

groom kneeling beside her made not even one slight

motion.

When the priest had completed the rites of purifi-

cation, the bride and bridegroom, taking one by one

the three red-lacquered wine cups piled up on the

unpainted wooden tray, poured for each other and

pledged troth one to the other. To me it seemed that

such formality did not really bind two minds together,

and I knew a great uneasiness.

After the ceremony of marriage-before-gods was

over, we went to the marriage-announcing banquet,
to which great numbers of relatives and friends had

been invited. Elder Sister, changing from ceremonial

kimono of black background with green pine, put on

a suso-moyo kimono of light green background with

gay design of a large flower of peach color, yellow,

and purple. As senior to Father, the professor of the

Imperial University who had been formal go-be-

tween, introduced the flower-bride and groom to

everyone, felicitated the happy troth between the two

families, and drank a toast.

Covertly I studied Elder Sister. She sat calm, se-

renely dignified, without a trace of perturbation. Her
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eyes pleasantly greeted the gaze of the many guests.

Had she no anxiety for the life into which she was

going? Until yesterday a stranger, today a husband

attended by her as wife. . . . Could she thus surren-

der her own mind without misgiving?
When the banquet was over, I hid behind a hemp

palm tree in the corner of the room so that I would

not be seen. And again I wondered if the fate of Elder

Sister was the only path open to me. To my mind sud-

denly came the words which Oba-san had dropped
once long ago: "The first year, from dawn to dusk

each day I thought continuously, 'Shall I return home

today? Tomorrow resolutely I will leave my husband's

house!' But after the first year a child arrived, and I

completely put away such thoughts. When you are

young, you may think this or that, but the world does

not go the way you would like. . . ."

The gay laughing voices receded far away as I sat

lost in thought. From behind me someone tapped my
shoulder.

"My, hiding in such a place!"

I turned and saw that it was the woman who was

the real go-between for my sister a widow of about

fifty years, who acted in this capacity, partly for her

own amusement.

"The next time it will be yours, ne" she said matter-

of-factly. "Be sure to give me your photograph, please.
I will find you a fine family/'

The woman withdrew, as though swimming
through the reception room. I glanced around. Father

and Elder Sister were happily surrounded by guests.
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The guests were all carefree and gay. I alone stayed

with heavy heart behind the potted hemp palm. I

felt as though my body were bound by many layers

of unseen threads, and I wondered how I could cut

the threads and fly away to my own domain. I stood

at the window and looked at the winter sky. The small

stars glittered there like small sparks falling. And in

my heart the poet's words were falling:

Somewhere

To escape,

But unable to flee,

With heavy heart

I gaze at the wide sky.

Yosano Akiko







PART THREE

J/'yu Gakuen

MY FIVE YEARS of high school were over,

and I felt my happy girlhood days flying from under

my feet. The farewell words sung to us by the under-

class girls rang sorrowfully in my ears:

Light of fireflies . . .

Snow by the window . . .

Days and months of study fly.

Ere I'm aware the year has ended,

Comes the day when I must hie.

At the close of graduation day my friends and I wept
under a Paulownia tree in the schoolyard. The princi-

pal had said to us in parting, "I felicitate your future

as good wives and wise mothers." My friends, leaving

me, were to be married soon, according to their par-

ents' plans. My mind and body were bound with fear

of a like destiny.
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Father, sympathetic to my wishes, gave me permis-
sion to attend Jiyu Gakuen. This school, in which

new educational methods were practiced, had been

founded by Motoko Hani, the leader of the women
of our country. Even the name, Jiyu Gakuen, gripped
and bewitched my mind vaguely yearning for free-

dom. The school was in Musashi-no Plain in the sub-

urbs of Tokyo. It was surrounded by tall oak trees

bearing the marks of age; and the building, the work

of the American architect, Mr. Wright, rested on the

ground like a living, breathing thing like a bird with

its two wings spreading low.

Whenever I walked along the narrow path through
the luxuriant grove and looked at the school building

whitely shining in the morning sun, I thought of

Madame Motoko Hani's talk to the assembled pupils

on the day I entered Jiyu Gakuen. Thirty years ago
this woman had begun to fight against the unreason-

able restrictions on women in a men's world. She told

us about her experiences: "When I was first hired as

proofreader on a magazine," she said, "everyone
would come and peer in my face, remarking that a

woman had come in and how rare it was. The proof-

reading room in which I worked had a wire screen

on the window, and people passing to and fro whis-

pered audibly, 'A woman has come to the zoo!'
"
Her

talk remained in my mind, ever encouraging me.

Madame Hani maintained that education could

not be found in the classroom alone, that it was neces-

sary to dip into real society. In order to give us this

direct contact with society, she sometimes let the stu-
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dents give concerts and plays in first-class theaters.

At other times she sent us to interview well-known

people or to observe social work, and let us publish

our impressions in a long-established ladies' magazine,

The Lady's Friend.

I, who was a student of literature, was sent to inter-

view Mr. Vorhis, an American who lived by Lake

Biwa in Ohmi, and to observe the social work he was

doing. The trip to Ohmi took one full day by train; I

had never traveled so long a distance by myself. I

spent a night at Mr. Vorhis' home, visited his nursery
and Sunday School, and saw his tuberculosis sanita-

rium on the lake a few miles away. The white-gowned

figures of the patients standing motionless by the sun-

lit glass windows of the sanitarium, and the yellow
blossoms of the globe flowers blooming wildly on the

hillside, remained in the depths of my eyes. I could

not forget these people who gazed at the clear blue

lake and the wild flowers under the window, day after

day, and each day with but one desire good health.

I wrote an article on what I had seen and received

payment for it from The Lady's Friend. This was the

first bit of money I had ever earned.

My trip had brought me close to people forgotten

by society, and I felt that it had opened wide my eyes
which until now had been closed.

One day, on the way home from school, I stopped
at a friend's house. I did not want to spend the long

spring Saturday afternoon alone, and in my own home
there was no one to share my thoughts. I wanted to

talk to this friend who was interested in the various
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social questions which all at once were knocking

against each other in my mind. She lived with her

brother in a temple near our home, and she attended

Jiyu Gakuen.

The temple yard, so thickly grown with tall Gingko
trees that it was dark even in daytime, was delight-

ful, cooling my seething mind. One of the temple

rooms, incense-filled, was still as a deep forest. I sat

with my friend, and after a while from the main hall

of the temple a bell song floated out, dragging its long
after-sound. A low voice chanting the sutra drifted

into the evening dusk, and I stared into the garden
trees that were wrapped in a green mist. When I

parted from my friend, we had arranged to go the

next day to the seashore, where we sometimes went

after school to sketch.

As I walked around the high temple wall and

passed the police box on the street corner, I heard a

policeman's voice behind me rebuking someone. I was

already late returning home, and so I walked with

hurrying steps, not looking back. Then his voice called

close to my ears: "Hey there! That short-sleeved

dress! Your arms are sticking out!"

I looked involuntarily down at my arms. They were

exposed, but it was a Western dress I was wearing, and

I couldn't help it.

"Make those sleeves longer so that you won't cor-

rupt public morals!" the policeman said.

Recently I had begun wearing Western dress, and

a few days before, I had cut off my long flowing hair.

At Jiyu Gakuen pupils with short hair increased one by
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one. My aunt, when she saw me, had been as startled

as if I had lost an arm. "In that shape, who would want

you for a bride?" she had asked me. It seemed a long

time ago that I, in high school, had hesitated even to

wear my hair in actress hairdress. Now I was being

reproved by a policeman for my appearance, and after

he had gone, the children who lived in the small

houses owned by the temple straggled after me. Occa-

sionally they ran ahead of me, peering into my face

with puzzled expressions, as if to say, "Is it a water-

witch?" The water-witch in Japan is said to have

short-cropped hair. When I looked at them, they ran

away with choppy steps.

The following day was a clear May day. On the

beach there was not even the shadow of man; blue

sky and sea spread out to the very ends of the heavens.

As I gazed at the sea my mind grew wings, and flew

to an unknown land.

My friend lifted from my lap a volume of Taku-

boku's poems and began to read in a low voice:

On the white sand

Of the shore

On an island

In the eastern sea

Soaked in tears

I played with a crab.

I cupped the fine white sand and let it fall through

my fingers slowly. Unexpectedly, my friend told me
that she was Korean.

I stared fixedly at her pale face. She used a Japa-
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nese name and spoke the language fluently, so that I

had not had the slightest idea that she was Korean.

Now that I had been told, I saw that her forehead

was too high for a Japanese. Korea, which has a long

history and an ancient culture, was annexed by Japan
in 1910. From time to time Koreans, driven from their

land and drifting like floating weeds, had come to the

back entrance of our house with furoshiki packs on

their shoulders. From the furoshiki they took out pen-

cils, brushes and writing tablets and asked us in

broken Japanese to buy them. Their frightened, tired

eyes left a dark cloud in my mind, but always their

departing figures had been those of strangers passing

before my eyes.

My friend closed her eyes one moment. When she

opened them they were wet with tears. I thought they

would melt into my soul.

"Please don't tell this to anyone," she said. "The

neighbors will complain to the temple if they find out

we are Koreans."

She began to talk about the Mansai incident, which

broke out the year after the ending of the World War,
when the Koreans tried to regain their independence.
Then she began to sing Korean songs in a calm voice.

The tunes were sad and low, writhing inconsolably

into the heart.

I slipped off my geta and stepped onto the wet sand.

The tide was low, and the sea was lustrous like a

mirror, stretching endlessly. Shells pale pink like

women's fingernails and deep green pebbles washed

by the waves, peeped from the sand. As I played with
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the waves, chasing them, being chased by them, my
friend's singing voice floated to my ears, drifting in

the wind. And in my mind that voice resounds un-

ceasingly. . . .

My Korean friend had graduated from a mission

school in Korea, so she pronounced English correctly.

But I, learning English from three Western ladies at

Jiyu Gakuen, was bewildered because their pronunci-
ations differed so much. One was an American lady
about thirty years old, who wore long laced shoes, a

white silk blouse, and a brown skirt. Another was a

little old English lady, whose clothes were all differ-

ent shades of purple. On her hat adorned with purple
flowers she wore a thin veil like butterfly wings; and

unlike the lively American lady, she was taciturn. The
third Western lady taught dramatics. She did not

understand Japanese at all, and she commuted to

school in a jinrikisha. Under her thin black dress her

white shoulders and arms rose softly, and her blue

eyes looked especially blue in the white skin of her

face. Under her direction we staged a Shakespeare

play at Imperial Hotel. Many foreigners came to see it,

but I don't know whether or not they understood our

English.

The first year I spent in Jiyu Gakuen seemed both

long and short. It seemed very long when I thought
of all the things that had happened and all the inci-

dents which had opened my mind. And yet the time

seemed to flow away in an instant. Since Jiyu Gakuen
was a new school, many well-known people as well

as many unknown visitors came ceaselessly to observe
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its methods. Students, guiding and informing them,

began to know people, and learned to organize their

own thoughts and feelings without being aware of it.

When special lectures were given by well-known reli-

gious leaders, artists, or statesmen, we were called

upon extempore to introduce the speaker or to make

comments on the lecture before the audience. At first

we could only blush; the words stuck in our throats.

My education until this time had trained me to

accept whatever a teacher said to swallow it whole

like a cormorant, and repeat it like a parrot. At Jiyu

Gakuen they laid emphasis on self-expression and the

development of individuality. During my first year I

stared wide-eyed, and breathed deeply of this new
air.

But when the first year was over and I had been

advanced to second year, doubt began to sprout in

my mind. It became tiresome to go to the classroom

and listen to lectures, and I sat alone under the wis-

teria arbor in the corner of the school yard. The

wisteria was blooming in wild profusion as in the past

year, and yellow butterflies were fluttering about; but

from my mind the exhilarating feeling like fresh morn-

ing air had vanished.

I had come to Jiyu Gakuen yearning for freedom;

but now it seemed to me that even here there was no

true freedom. It was the purpose of Jiyu Gakuen to

produce women rich in interests, intelligent and cul-

tured. The observation of social work and the inter-

viewing of notable people was not designed to train

us for a profession,
but merely to broaden our knowl-

edge. Any serious consideration of what to do about
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the social set-up was left to other people. To turn out

women who dressed with individual good taste, who

paid minute attention to the harmony of window

curtains and the placing of an ornament, who could

cook as well as talk about literature, music, painting

and general social questions that was the ideal of

Jiyu Gakuen.

It seemed to me now that society was filled with

matters which needed to be deeply dug into, and I

suddenly came to a standstill before this "ideal."

What was the difference between this ideal woman
and the good wife and wise mother held up to us in

Girls' High School? I wondered if the old ideal had

not simply been dressed in new fragrance and mod-

ern color. If the finished product was to be a bright

social wife instead of a slave-wife, still the students

were being poured into a mold.

Thinking that this was a road that went far, I had

traveled along it briskly; but now a high wall ob-

structed my path. Vainly I stared at the corpse of

liberty that I held in my hands. I who had worshiped
Motoko Hani now felt like rising up against her

standards, good and bad. All those who sought small

ideals and small happiness looked insignificant to me.

And I, too, looked small and empty.

The smoke of Fuji

Drifted by wind

Vanishes in the sky.
I know not my own

Thought's destination. . . .

Saigyo Hoshi



Earthquake

ON THE FIRST of September, 1923, I

watched thick white clouds pile up in the shape of a

dragon's head in the blue-cleared sky. Strong sum-

mer sunlight shining behind the clouds made folds of

light and shadow. I knew that this was unusual for

summer. The clouds which grew darker and darker

and hurried with terrific speed across the sky entered

into my spirit and stirred it to fear. The sunrays

gleamed and then were extinguished, and rain

pounded down, tearing the earth, cleansing every

corner of the mind. Suddenly, from the very depths
of the earth, terrible force rent the universe. The plas-

ter fell from the walls and the house was filled with

white smoke. I held my breath. My head, legs, hands,

and soul were numbed. I sat dazed, fixed to the floor.

The gardener, his face twisted with worry, ap-
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peared and shouted, "Danger! Run to the garden!"

I bounded like a ball from the veranda, and felt my-
self hurled into the center of the garden. I looked

behind me. The house, always as firm as if it grew
from the earth, was leaning to one side at a sharp

angle. The servants and I stared at it, speechless. All

at once it returned to its former position, like a man
about to fall arching his back and regaining his bal-

ance. A cloud of dust rose near the fence as roof tiles

from the neighbor's house fell into the garden. The

waters of the little pool by which we were cowering
came up in a wave like the surge of an angry ocean

and spread over the lawn. Two goldfish, swept from

the pool with the water, leaped in the green grass.

Father had left the evening before to go on a trip,

and Younger Brother had left the house in the morn-

ing. Now Younger Brother returned home, panting.

"Streetcars are stopped on the main street," he told us.

"The street is filled with people who have fled from

the side streets, and are sitting on mattresses and blan-

kets they brought with them. I heard that three or

four houses have fallen in Kanda and people are

pinned under them/'

The earthquake, which had subsided for a while,

came back with earth-rending force, turning over our

souls as we sat voiceless. Smaller quakes followed;

then they too subsided. We shook off our numbness

and began to move about. The watermains had burst,

so we had to go to the well at the house next door

and bring back water. The servants made a clay oven

in the garden, for it was unsafe to go into a building.
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They moved like shadows without spirit,
and then,

with Younger Brother and me, crouched forlornly

among the bushes in the garden. Twilight stole un-

easily over our lonely hearts. I wondered if Father

and Elder Sister were safe.

Just as darkness fell, my aunt arrived with her

household. Her garden was small, so she had brought
her family to stay in our larger garden. The high
voices of the children softened my heart which had

been hardened to stone by fear. Aunt said, "On the

way I saw crowds of people hurrying away with

heavy burdens. They say that the fire is terrible down-

town." As though suddenly unburdened, she dropped
on the ground.
We dragged quilts out of the house into the garden,

and made tents by stretching sheets from pine to pine.

The white sheets gleamed through the darkness. I lay

down on my back on my quilt and looked up at the

sky. It was red, like spilled blood. A crescent moon,

flat and unshining, hung between fingers of pine. My
aunt's voice came through the darkness: "Fire. Flames

reflected in the sky."

We slept fitfully. When I put my ear against the

great earth I could hear, deep, deep, a growing-

diminishing groan. The sky grew more and more red.

By the time day whitely dawned, two-thirds of Tokyo
had been devastated by the fire following the earth-

quake. A hundred and sixty thousand lives had been

lost in the sea of flames.

The next day was long and fearful, with intermit-

tent quakes. By nighttime a group of men had organ-
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ized themselves into a voluntary corps of guards for

the protection of property. Just at dusk we heard loud

running footsteps, and Younger Brother appeared.

"Five hundred Koreans in Otsuka have set fire to

a storehouse of explosives/' he shouted excitedly.

The wavering flames of candles made small circles

of dim light in the garden. Aunt's face, only partly

visible in the candle light, grew pale. For a while no

one spoke. The leaves of trees rustled into stillness.

Then the maid said, "When I went to get water from

the well, they were saying Koreans are putting poison
in wells and we must be careful. Isn't it terrible?"

I could not see the maid. I could only hear her voice

in the darkness. Just then I heard men among the

trees between the neighbor's house and ours. All of us

looked in that direction, our eyes straining into the

darkness as though following the footsteps. Aunt's

trembling, cold hand reached over and grasped mine.

The faint glow of lantern light filtered from the deep
dark of a cluster of trees. Younger Brother called,

"Oye!"
The sound seemed wrung from his throat, pushed

out by his consciousness of being the only man in a

group of women. "Ot/e/"

"It's I." The familiar voice of our gardener came

from the thicket, joined by other, strange voices. They
told us that they had come to investigate a report that

there were some Koreans in the neighborhood. "But

it's all right. Please be at ease," they yelled. The faint

light of their lantern wavered in the darkness and

disappeared.
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"Koreans, they say, take explosives and set fires

from roof to roof," Younger Brother said in fear-

choked voice, peering up at our roof as though he

saw there black, invisible figures.

Aunt looked at my face. I felt sure that Koreans

would not do such a thing. I said, in as calm a voice

as I could muster, "Such things are rumors spread by
someone. Koreans are just like us, suffering from

calamity like us. They too are in great trouble. I don't

believe these stories can be so."

A strong gust of wind blew out our candles. In the

pitch-blackness we heard someone running, and

Aunt's manservant called out breathlessly, "I just saw

a police notice. It said that wicked Koreans with dan-

gerous weapons are all about, pillaging, setting fires,

putting poison in wells. Take care, it said. On the way
home I saw a crowd gathered. A suspicious-looking

Korean was being thrashed. I heard his shrieking,

'Ki! Kir His shirt was tattered."

I was troubled, not knowing how to explain to the

others that this must be a falsehood. Aunt's manserv-

ant shuddered, and went on: "By mistake, some Japa-

nese were also thrashed. There are vigilantes at the

corners of the streets. When they ask, Who goes

there?' and you can't remember right off your name

and address, and you stutter, they beat you up, think-

ing you're a Korean."

Aunt's baby, frightened by a dream, cried out in

his sleep. Aunt, perturbed, hurried into the tent.

Everyone was silent, speech forgotten. Only the

baby's wailing sounded sorrowfully in the bushes.
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Even that ended, and uneasiness and dead silence

filled the depths of our souls. My mind, sad at being

unable to free the Koreans of guilt, wandered in dark-

ness.

During the shortage of food that followed the earth-

quake, Seiken Yamaguchi of the Constitutional Labor

Party took the responsibility of opening Government

storehouses in Yokohama and distributing foodstuffs

to the victims of earthquake and fire. It was reported

by the police of Yokohama that Koreans had set fire

to the storehouses. On the strength of this report, four

thousand Koreans were killed in Tokyo.
We spent three days and three nights in our garden

as the earthquake continued. We were fortunate in

having a sufficient store of food; most families were

not so fortunate. We learned that Elder Sister and all

of our relatives were safe. Our only concern then was

for Father, who was on a tour of inspection in the

western part of Japan. We felt certain that he was safe

in that region; but we knew how worried he must be

about us, for the first news sent over the world was

that Tokyo had been completely demolished and that

not one life had been saved. We sent daily telegrams
to Father, but lines of communication were cut off,

and it was not until the sixth night that we had a

reply from him. I held his telegram against the faint

candle light and read and re-read his message : "News

Tokyo demolished. Spent day after day worrying.

Just now learned of your safety. This peace of mind

inestimable."

After a while our candles were used up, and there
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were no more to be had. We put rapeweed oil in a

small saucer around a thick cord of dried rush. This

we used for several days. One evening, as I was

watching this sputtering light, I heard Younger
Brother come into the house, stumbling over the geta
in the gerikan. Sixteen-year-old Brother, proud of be-

ing in the Voluntary Corps, brought us news of the

happenings in town.

Now, with round eyes, he said, "I heard just now
that Socialists have rioted and rushed on the Imperial

palace. They say that it was Socialists who incited the

Koreans. They say that thousands of Socialists have

been arrested and some of them killed." He drank a

cup of water and rushed away again.

That evening as I stood at the gate, gazing toward

town, I saw a company of soldiers march up, as if to

battle, their bayonets gleaming over their shoulders.

I shivered. That cold gleam of bayonets still lives in

my memory. My mind was troubled and my heart

torn by the many rumors passing from lip to
lip.

It was learned much later that the rumor about the

Socialists attacking the palace had sprung from the

fact that the crowd, driven out of their homes by
flames, had sought shelter in the dark-forested palace

grounds, and had been driven away by the Imperial

guard. But immediately after the incident, before the

truth was known, thirteen hundred people thought to

be harboring dangerous thoughts were arrested. Nine

labor leaders who were being held in the detention

prison of Kameido were taken out behind the build-

ing and stabbed one by one with bayonets. I heard
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the rumor that Sakai Osugi, a Socialist leader, had

also been killed, but I could not believe it. He was

held in great estimation, not only because of his gen-

erous aid to people in need, but also because of his

contribution to letters. I had heard him lecture only

a month before, and his large, dewy-black eyes were

still vivid in my memory. I tried to erase the report of

his death from my mind, but I could not forget it.

From the depths of my soul I prayed for his safety.

My school, taking part in earthquake relief work,

sent us one morning to the hospitals to comfort the

friendless victims there. On the way I opened a news-

paper and saw a notice that Osugi, his wife, and his

nephew, had indeed been killed by police when they

were returning from the home of Osugi's brother.

The news was like a blow in the center of my brain.

The three bodies had been hidden in an abandoned

well and piled over with rocks. There was a picture

showing the well and the details of the murder. The

victims had been strangled. Looking at that blurred

picture, I felt beyond the newspaper and beyond the

picture something I could not fathom. I could see

the thick arms of the police and feel their fingers

tighten around my throat. Darkness descended be-

fore my eyes, as though suddenly I had walked from

sunlight into a shadowed room. I could not brush it

away. In this fumbling-in-dark-forest mood, I reached

the hospital.

On the bare wooden floors were rows and rows of

thin cotton pads. Patients, so swathed in bandages
that only their faces were visible, lay on the pads
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spiritlessly and stared up blankly at the ceiling. I was

filled with cold horror. I stood at the door, unable

to move; my legs felt as though they would draw up.

Groans and sniffling cries came from various parts

of the room. A thin plaint, "Kangofu-san Miss Nurse!"

rose and threaded through the bare hall. Then again,

gathering strength, "Kangofu-san!" But there was no

white-uniformed nurse in sight. A woman lying at

my feet looked up at me casually and said, "That

poor man! He's the only one alive of his family of

nine. All alone, without anyone like me."

These were the only survivors of three hundred

and fifty thousand people of the poorer section who

had escaped from their hovels to take refuge in an

open lot. The buildings around the lot and the pos-

sessions they had brought with them had caught fire,

and the place had turned into a furnace. Only about

a hundred of the people had been saved, and they

had been crowded together in this hospital. Seeing

them after their frightful experiences, I felt that I,

who had known such secluded safety, could not un-

derstand their suffering. I had no words to say to

them. Anything I could say would seem thin-sheer.

Leaving the hospital, I descended the hill. From

its slope I could see the devastated waste of the city,

with nothing to obstruct my vision to the far horizon.

Ashes and burnt refuse rose up in smoke-whirls. I

felt a gritty taste in my mouth. On the side of the

hill a woman with a printed towel wrapped around

her head poked among cinders with a stick. Her tur-

baned head stood out sharply from the uniform gray
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of burned waste. What was she seeking? Perhaps she

had come to revisit her old home, feeling that the

soul of her lost child might be wandering among the

ruins. Here and there along the street concrete struc-

tures protruded like battlements, their windows black.

In Hirokoji Square, at the bottom of the hill, sev-

eral women sitting near a desk were distributing cir-

culars. On the desk was a book in which people were

writing. I wondered what this was about. As I ap-

proached, one of the ladies handed me a circular, and

I discovered that they were representatives of a fed-

eration of women's organizations which were peti-

tioning against the rebuilding of Yoshiwara, the red-

light district, and for the complete abolition of li-

censed prostitution. I bowed to the gray-haired lady
at the desk and entered my name on the register.

As I left the Square, I remembered that not one

prostitute had escaped from Yoshiwara. Locked in

their cells, like the birds in a cage to which they are

compared, they had every one been burned alive.

I turned left toward Uyeno Park, which was like

an oasis in the gray desert. It seemed to me as I walked

that a catastrophe like an earthquake was a natural,

inevitable one which could not be avoided. But I

wondered if something could not be done about the

tragedy left in its wake. Newspaper articles told of

progressive foreign cities with as much as 10 per cent

park space, 30 per cent street pace. In Tokyo there

was only 2Yz per cent park space and 10 per cent

street space. If Tokyo had been built differently,

would not the damage have been considerably less?
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Ascending the stone steps of Uyeno Hill, I looked

beyond far Sumida River, shining like a silver rib-

bon. Before the earthquake, factory chimneys had

lined its banks like a forest. Now there was not even

a wisp of smoke on the gray flat land. In that section,

as in Yoshiwara, many girls and women had been

burned alive. When they rushed out of the walls sur-

rounding the burning factories, they had been thrust

back by guards who told them that they had been

bought and that their lives were not their own. I had

heard that most of the emergency exits had been

locked, so that the women were unable to escape.

Looking over the vast desolate waste, and thinking

of these unfortunate and ill-fated people, I felt a with-

ering, wintry storm raging within my heart.

The sun, larger and redder than I had ever seen

it, was setting on the western horizon. My native city

bowed low before it, as if lamenting; as if it bowed

in long and thoughtful prayer to its loved, lost souls.



Visiting Kobe-Shinkaioa Slums

DELIBERATELY wearing dark simple ki-

mono of coarse silk and carrying a wicker basket and

one book, I boarded an electric train going to Kobe.

The book was Kagawa's Shisen wo Koete (Beyond
Death ) , filled with his love for the unfortunate peo-

ple. To me whose mind was wandering in darkness,

it was like a gleam of light. I placed the book on my
knees, and my hands upon it, resting gently. I would

have drawn its thought into my soul, to enfold and

impress it there.

The rain had been falling heavily when I left my
grandmother's house in Osaka where I had been

visiting for several days. Now the sky had cleared.

Outside the train window, light rays burst suddenly
over peach orchards and pierced through clouds of

pink peach blossoms. The flat white adobe houses lay
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like scattered petals across the countryside. Far away
a range of hills, gently sloping like a woman's breast,

rose up in purplish haze.

Grandmother's supplicating voice still rang in my
ears: "When it is raining so hard, why are you leav-

ing the house? It would be better to postpone it, ne?"

With all her will and overflowing love she had tried

to keep me with her. And in my love for her was

heartfelt anguish that though my body was near her,

my mind was far away. The I reflected in my grand-
mother's eye-pupil was an innocent, grandmother's-
word -

obediently
-
receiving, dreaming

-to -be -flower -

bride I. But I had pushed her supplication out of

my mind and left her house in the rain.

Sitting in the oily-smelling kuruma, completely en-

closed by oilcloth, I had listened lonesomely to the

raindrops on the hood and felt my heart throbbing
with pain at having cut off Grandmother's affection.

But now, as the soothing breeze blew over me from

the window, I knew that Grandmother's love like

arms outstretched could no longer embrace my wan-

dering, troubled heart. I thought it well that I had

left her house to visit Kagawa in his Kobe-Shinkawa

slums.

Quietly I took up the book from my knees and

began turning the pages. The great, comprehending
love of the man who had crawled into the dark damp-
ness of poverty spoke to me in my heart. I thought
of the slums to which we had been taken by the

Higher Girls' School: eyes glittering and glaring out

of the deeps of darkness; cries of infants, beginning
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and rebeginning; ash-colored tatters of the shoji flut-

tering with a sobbing sound. ... It seemed to me
that strangers everyone, even these people in the

slums had some object in life, some reason for liv-

ing, some direction. I alone lived without significance,

without meaning, like a mushi parasite.

When I alighted from the train into the dusty

streets of Kobe, the high summer sun was beating
down. The houses in the town, the train, the rails,

looked as if they would melt in its shining. I took

out Kagawa's letter once more, and re-read the dif-

ficult directions to his house. Following them, I turned

a corner, twice crossed the hot-burning railroad,

rounded the corner with the tobacconist's red sign-

board, and at last looked for Kagawa's home in the

narrow alley.

Going upstairs, away from the hot streets, I felt

the inside coolness wind-smooth in the center of my
brain.

In the middle of Kagawa's room was a desk, on

top of which lay scattered books and papers. Although
it was a matted Japanese room, it was partly Occi-

dental, with a few cheap wooden chairs. I sat in a

chair in the corner and looked quietly about, trying
to form an image of the person from his room. There

were no ornaments; only an electric light with a flat

conical shade hung from the center of the ceiling.

The doors of the closet in the hall had been removed
and the shelves were completely filled with books.

As I picked up from the desk the magazine Pillar

of Cloud, and started opening its pages, I heard a
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creak-creak on the stairs, and Toyohiko Kagawa en-

tered the room. He wore gray uncreased trousers and

a cotton-mixed jacket that looked as though it had

been starched. The roundness of his face was em-

phasized by the black bandage on one eye. His good

eye was rimmed with red, as though the entering

light hurt it. Living and working in the slums, he had

contracted trachoma; once there had been danger
that the other eye would also go. In the presence of

such an esteemed person, the things I was going to

say, the questions I was going to ask, were tangled

in my throat, and I was speechless. At his suggestion,

I followed him into the slum alley.

In the slums were nests of paupers, former crim-

inals, beggars, prostitutes, drug and alcohol addicts

the wrecks and dregs of society. The sorrows and

sighs of the defeated, forgotten by the world, lay

stagnant in this heavy air. On both sides of the alley,

hovels, half-buried, slanted into the ground. Families

of from five to ten persons lived huddled in houses

six feet square. For about every thirty houses there

was a community kitchen and a community toilet.

The ground under foot was sodden with water thrown

from the houses, and as we walked along the alley

the water oozed under our feet.

Two or three children jumped out from a corner.

"Sensei, teacher," they cried. Their faces and hands

were covered with grime.

"What is this? Such dirty faces!" Kagawa laughed.

A girl child, looking at me, seemed to think sud-
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denly of her dirty face, and wiped it with the right

sleeve of her dress.

Gradually more children appeared, shuffling along

beside us, peering and staring into my face. We went

through twisted alleys and came to a small vacant lot.

Facing this lot was a slightly larger building, with a

frosted glass sliding shutter gleaming white among
the sooty surroundings. The late afternoon sun struck

it slantingly, making it seem transparent and tinged

with blue.

"This is the dispensary," Kagawa said. "Let us

enter and see."

The glass shutter clattered loudly as we went in,

and the strong odor of medicine pushed into our

noses. After the bad odor of the slums, this smell was

like a restorative.

There were rows of benches in the waiting room,

and people sitting there: a mother, exposing her large

breasts, suckling her baby; like a green gourd, the

face of a small boy; a young woman with dry, wrin-

kled skin; an old man with protruding cheek bones.

When Kagawa appeared, their voices rose spon-

taneously: "Ara ma! Sensei!" The old man, seized

with a fit of coughing, bowed his head and mumbled
in his throat.

Soon we left the dispensary and went on to the

section where about twenty thousand Eta were liv-

ing. In Japan there are about three million of this

outcast class, rejected by society and forced to live

in their own sections in extreme poverty. There are

various conjectures as to their origin. One is that they
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were fugitives from Korea around the seventh cen-

tury. Long ago the slaughter of animals and the cur-

ing of hides, the most menial tasks according to

Buddhist teachings, were relegated to them. During
the Meiji Restoration ( 1868 ) the class of outcasts was

officially abolished and re-named "newcommoner."

But socially the discrimination remained, and there

was no intermarriage or even ordinary social inter-

course with other groups. The literal meaning of the

word eta is "dirt, filth." They are also called "four-

legged."

Kagawa told me: "Even now people feel the Eta

are filthy. When an Eta comes to an ordinary shop,

they sprinkle salt after him to purify the place. Once

when I was in this section I stopped about mealtime

in the home of an Eta and shared his meal of rice with

tea and pickles. The Eta sitting around exclaimed

joyfully, 'Ah, Sensei has eaten the rice of our house-

hold!' Usually no one will cross the threshold of an

Eta house. So that my eating the food of their house

greatly rejoiced them."

One by one the houses withdrew in the twilight,

as though sinking in gray lumps into the damp earth.

As I silently followed Kagawa along the alleys, I

thought of his poem about Shinkawa: *

One month in the slums,

And I am sad,

So sad

* From Songs from the Slums, interpretation by Lois
J.

Erickson.
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I seem devil-possessed,

Or mad.

Sweet heaven sends

No miracle

To ease

This hell;

The careless earth

Rings no

Alarum bell.

But here there are slippery streets which never are

dry;

They are lined with open sewers, where rats come out

to die;

Tattered paper doors stand wide to winds that beat;

The houses are all of a reddish black, like the hue of

stale whale meat;

Filth on the flimsy ceilings, dirt in the musty air;

Elbowed out of their crowded rooms, people are every-

where-

All night long they crouch in the cold, huddled on

broken benches,

Where there's never a moment's lifting of the heavy

offal stenches.

Although I had spent only a few hours in the slums,

already I felt that poverty's dark heaviness, issuing

from the earth unendingly, was shriveling my heart.

At supper time Kagawa said, "If you really want to

test yourself, you might go tonight to the slum bath-

house. Do you have the mind to go?"
A cold shiver ran down my spine at the idea of
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going to a public bathhouse of the diseased. But, I

thought, if I am frightened at such things, what can

I hope to accomplish here? If I am human, so are

these slum-dwellers. The bath they enter, I can enter.

So I reprimanded my fearing heart.

When supper was finished, I was taken by Madame

Kagawa to the public bath. In a public bathhouse

there is one large sunken wooden tub filling a large

part of the room. In this everyone bathes at the same

time, after being splashed with water from a basin.

By nine o'clock, even in an ordinary public bath-

house, the oily dirt from bodies floats on the surface

of the water like scum. Here, I could not help feel-

ing, it would be even dirtier than waste water.

Standing in the bathroom foggy with steam, I

closed my eyes and resolutely put one leg into the

tub. As my foot touched the bottom of the wooden

tub, I felt the smeary slime. The warm water came

only to my chest. In the tub were many blurred, squat-

ting forms, with only the blackness of hair floating

clear over the surface of the water.

Gradually faces emerged. Madame Kagawa, as

though swimming, went around the tub greeting

people. In the nagashiba, the sponging-off place, the

naked red bodies of women moved mistily in the

white steam. The splashing of bodies went on with

an endless water sound. Mingled with it were the

high-pitched laughing voices of the women, as they

washed each other's backs in friendly fashion. In the

next room was the men's bath. The singing and recita-

tive of the naniwabushi and gidayu, narrative songs,
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came floating over the partition. The women on their

side tittered at the sound. For these people the pub-
lic bathhouse was a pleasant meeting place, a com-

munity center for the slums.

When we left the bathhouse, the summer night

breeze blew softly over the bathed, relaxed forms on

the road returning. Along the alleys the women

squatted in white undershirts with only one hip

wrapper, cooling off, keeping away mosquitoes with

slap of fans in the darkness.

"Konban wa, good evening!" Madame Kagawa

greeted them, bending her knees as she passed along.

I, carrying my soap in wet towel, bowed too, as

though stumbling over stone, following the bowing
form of Madame Kagawa.
That night I slept in a small two-mat room, which

was almost completely filled by the quilt. My body

resting on the thin quilt hurt suddenly, as if all the

bones protruded. Madame Kagawa's half-laughing

words as she left me came back into my mind:

"Nankin insects, bedbugs, might come out." I could

feel my legs and shoulders crawl.

Could I endure this slum living, I wondered, like

Madame Kagawa who was so completely absorbed

in it? I tossed on the thin quilt, my thought continu-

ing. I had come to the slums with heroic feeling, de-

termined to be selfless. Seeking direction in living, I

had come here to work. But the reality had shattered

by romantic feeling. In thinking to make myself self-

less for the slums, I had considered the slums, not on

a level with me, but below me. Could I fuse my
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mind and body into this existence? For Madame

Kagawa, slum life had seeped into every corner of

her being, until no part of her was alien to it. Could

I be like that?

The deep night, everyone sleep-calmed, was still

as a forest. Only my tossing shattered the silence.

Over and over I asked myself the same question, like

one who is lost in a forest and traveling the same cir-

cular path.



Hunting for a Job

ONE NIGHT after supper, Father, pulling

the smoking tray toward him, took up a pipe and

began serenely to blow out purplish smoke. After

two or three puffs he emptied the pipe, with a hol-

low knocking sound, into the bamboo ash container,

and refilled the bowl with fresh tobacco. I, reading

the evening newspaper, heard the tap-tap of the pipe
as if from far away.
The newspaper was filled with news of general

manhood suffrage, which had been pending for sev-

eral years, and which had just been passed by both

Houses. This was the spring of 1925, and until this

time only those who paid an income tax of ten yen
had been permitted to vote. By the new law the elec-

torate was increased four and a half times; therefore

it was predicted that the Non-Propertied Party would
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gain tremendous strength. The previous night I had

attended the organizational meeting of the Non-Prop-
ertied Party. As I read and recollected that meeting,
Father spoke to me, in ceremonious voice, "Hani!"

Quickly I took my eyes from the newspaper.
"If you are not busy, please come upstairs to my

study for a moment." With these words he left me
and ascended the stairs, his footsteps making a ton-

ton sound. The sound seeped into my soul; it was as

if the steps were walking up the many, many stairs

of my mind. Then, as the sound faded overhead, I

collected my thoughts.

Probably Father was going to say something about

my having returned home late last night. I had gone
to the meeting without his permission, and had re-

turned home around twelve o'clock. From the gate,

over the graveled path, I had walked softly, setting

one foot cautiously before the other. The outer shut-

ter of the gerikan had been slightly open, and lift-

ing it with both hands I had slipped inside. No ray

of light leaked out of Father's study into the spread-

ing darkness. The house was settled in sleep; there

was not even a sound of anyone turning in sleep.

Sighing with relief, I had gone into my bedroom.

Now, mounting the stairs one by one, leisurely, de-

liberately, I thought of Father's formal tone of voice.

That tone was like a weight on my head. Had I

wronged Father in any way? Although I had gone
out without his permission and had returned late,

searching my heart I could find no disgrace in this.

Father might try to hold me in his own world, but
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my heart, like a small bird which had spread its wings,

was flying about in the great wide sky. Even though
he was my father, he could not put the bird back

again in a narrow cage. Even if in my soaring my
wings should be crushed and broken and my head

bruised against jagged mountain crags, I was deter-

mined to endure the suffering, alone and in silence.

Saying in my heart, "Father, please let me fly free,"

I crossed the threshold of his study.

At the entrance of the room was the huge table

which had been placed in the dining room when we
were children, and which later had become an en-

cumbrance. It almost filled up Father's study, as it

had filled up the dining room. I sat down at the side

of the table, my hands folded on my knees.

Sitting with head bowed, Father said gently,

"Since I am away from home a great deal and you
do not have a mother, I always feel sorry for you,

Hani. A family without a mother has no leaning

place; it is a lonely one. Elder Sister who has gone
as bride and Oba-san have always blamed me for

allowing you too much freedom. They say you act

wilfully. But because I thought you gadded about

because you had no mother and were lonely, I could

not say anything to you. I could not blame you."

Preparing for the scolding which I thought Father

would give me, I had built up a wall in my mind; but

now, at the mention of Mother, the wall crumbled in-

side me. I felt as though my heart tightened, and

then filled to overflowing. I clenched my hands folded

on my knees and closed my eyes. Outside the rain
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was falling gently on the leaves. Its steady patter

stole into my mind, awakening the dews of tears.

Father went on, "Haru, if your mother had lived,

perhaps you would have grown up home-like, like

other
girls.

Second Mother too is gone. Many unfor-

tunate things have happened, ne? In order to fill this

empty loneliness you have gone outside the home,

pulled by other interests. From time to time I think,

if only you were a boy! In that case I could let you
do a little more as you desire, according to your will.

But, Haru, please consider carefully what you are

doing. .

I sat silently, without voice.

That night as I lay in bed staring into the darkness,

Father's words floated back to me again and again:

"Haru, please consider carefully. . . ." Night deep-
ened and the footsteps of rain grew stronger. The

wind rose and blew, sometimes with a groaning,

sometimes with an angry scolding sound. Rain beat-

ing against the shutter seemed to beat and dash

against my head, resounding loudly. Should I heed

my father's words? Should I cast away my own will

so as not to worry him? Was it a daughter's duty to

fold the outspread wings and return to the cage in

order to ease a father's anxiety? Into my mind came

peacefully the image of Elder Sister gone as fortu-

nate bride. Elder Sister's life was like a lake among
mountains, eternal, unflowing, without one wave; it

had no connection with the world's torrent. But in

my mind mighty waves were dashing. Even though
I tried to shut out the whirling current of the world,
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it rushed in, shaking and moving me. Was Father

saying to me, "Do not listen to this flow"? In the dark-

ness his face appeared before me. It seemed to say,

"I understand your feeling; but consider Father's

mind which cannot allow it."

One day about a month later I went resolutely to

the office of a lady's magazine in answer to a news-

paper advertisement for a writer. I had decided that

if I could earn my own living I would be relieved of

the mental burden of being unable to obey my
father's wishes. Then too, if I could do this I might
more easily escape relatives' criticism. After I arrived

at this conclusion, I looked over the employment col-

umns, which I had never done before, and found

this advertisement for a magazine writer.

Outside the office door on the third floor of the

Kanda Building, I hesitated. Should I withdraw, or

should I determinedly enter? My two minds argued
the question. Footsteps approached in the corridor,

and hurriedly I knocked on the door.

The room I entered had the empty look of a vacant

room. Two middle-aged men, who did not seem to

know much courtesy, sat facing each other across

two desks. The desks were full of ink stains, and

the paint had worn off the corners. Old newspapers
and scrap papers were piled on top of them in great
confusion. The chairs on which the men sat were a

soiled white; there were only two chairs in the room.

Waste papers and butt ends of cigarettes were strewn

over the floor. I stood rooted in the middle of the

room. Could this be the office of a magazine pub-
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lisher? Looking at the crude scene, I wondered if I

had come to the wrong place.

The man with gold-rimmed glasses took my ref-

erences, glanced over them, handed them to the other

man, then turned toward me. His eyes gleamed in

the depths of glasses as he stared at me from head

to foot. Cold and insolent, they seemed to freeze my
mind. Was the independent life I was seeking to be

found icily sprawling in such a place as this? I felt

a dizziness; darkness swallowed me up.

Through the dizziness, my inattentive ear heard

these words: "Since we are just starting the maga-

zine, we cannot pay more than twenty yen a month

salary. But if you will be patient for two or three

months, we will increase it."

Twenty yen a month salary. I left in a half-daze,

and reached the main street in Kanda district. There

as usual everything was confusion streetcars squeal-

ing, traffic whistles blowing. Today the jarring of the

cars, the sound of geta, seemed to scoff at me. I felt

a sudden self-pity, as though I, thrown into an un-

friendly universe, walked my lonely way forlornly.

Where was the determination to show them I could

live an independent life? The sky was threateningly

clouded. It looked like rain. The cold, ashen heavens

closed around my mind.

I had brought two newspaper clippings with me
when I left the house: one about the fake magazine,

the other about a position as secretary to a gentleman
returned from America and residing at Imperial

Hotel. Unexpected good fortune might await me if
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I answered the second advertisement. I stood be-

fore Imperial Hotel, bolstering up my crushed spirit.

Once on the stage in this hotel I had had a role in

Shakespeare's play, Midsummer Night's Dream. We
had produced the play in order to raise funds for

the school, Jiyu Gakuen, and at that time I had come

to the hotel every day. These memories thawed out

my frozen heart.

The gentleman from America, unlike the magazine

editors, was extremely courteous and gentle in words

and bearing. He said, "As to the salary . . ."

I had been feeling that I would not mind work-

ing in a place like this, and so I leaned forward, wait-

ing for his next word.

"That," he said, "I cannot pay for a little while.

But it will be only for about a month. If business be-

gins to take shape, I will pay you an appropriate
amount. You are a cultured young lady from a fine

family, and I am fortunate indeed to procure the serv-

ices of such a person/'

At first I doubted my own ears. Surely it was im-

possible that he would ask me to work for him with-

out pay. My face must have clouded, for the gentle-

man said, "Don't worry; it will be only in the begin-

ning." As if to gloss the matter over, he gave an ar-

tificial laugh. "You will be the ideal person, you know.

Even in the advertisement I specified that a person
without family ties need not apply." He puffed lei-

surely on his cigar.

Feeling weak and confused, as if I had been

dropped from a high wall, I left the hotel. Outside
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a light rain fell soundlessly. The silent dampness was

like a heavy hand upon my shoulders. The thicket

of trees in Hibiya Park misted in the rain and floated

like a Sumiye water color. The willows, heavy with

rain, drooped their thin silver stems. My heart, heavy
with rain, felt as though it were sinking into the

depths of the earth. The pale street lights cast glim-

mering shadows on the wet walk. People were re-

turning from work, bustling through the twilight

streets, making a living, criss-cross brocade. A woman
followed me, passed me. I saw the worn geta on her

hurrying feet, and, raising my eyes, I saw the seam

of her obi frayed to tatters. All around me the shabby
forms of working women moved in an endless, run-

ning, flowing-withdrawing stream. They who were

living by work, buffeted by the world's rough waves-

were they not more worthy than I? I looked deeply

into myself. I did not even know how to earn my
own livelihood. Already, before the rough winds of

the world had touched me, I was so tired. I felt as

though my body were shrinking with sorrow, as

though it wanted to cry. . . .

Several months later, through an introduction from

an acquaintance, I found work in a small private of-

fice which published an educational journal for ele-

mentary school teachers. I had found, during these

months, that it was almost impossible to depend on

newspaper advertisements in looking for work.

This magazine office was really a part of the owner's

residence. In the mornings, as I opened the outer

shutter and entered the genkan, his smallest boy,
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aged four, would run out and greet me. I took off my
geta and put them away on the geta shelf. If I neg-

lected to do this, the child and the dog would take

them to the corners of the garden, and when it was

time for me to go home the geta could not be found

and there was great confusion. The room in which

I worked faced north and was somewhat damp, but

it looked out on a small garden when the shoji was

opened, and it was quiet.

Mr. Kinoshita, the owner of the journal, was a de-

vout protagonist of suffrage for women. He was also

very idealistic. Perhaps his idealism made it possible

for me to work without too much blundering even

though I was inexperienced. At noon I was invited

to his living quarters for lunch. His shriveled, skin-

and-bone wife served her husband and me silently,

sitting near our table.

"This afternoon," Mr. Kinoshita said, "Miss Ka-

wada, the feminist, is arriving. Now that universal

manhood suffrage is the law, she will agitate to get
woman suffrage passed by the next Diet. She wants

our magazine to appeal to the women teachers."

"Shall I take care of that article?" I asked.

"Yes, 111 ask you to do that, since you have an in-

terest along that line. When you meet Miss Kawada,

you will find that you have things in common, I am
sure."

Miss Kawada was one of the "new women" we
had so fearfully heard about in our childhood. I was

thinking about those childhood impressions when
Mr. Kinoshita called to his wife in a loud, scolding
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voice: "Oi, hey! Tea! Tea! What makes you so slow?"

His wife, who had been standing in the kitchen,

excitedly picked up the teapot and brought it in.

Sipping that tea, I thought about the wife stand-

ing and working all day, with no voice, not even

the sound of footsteps, to indicate her presence. And

I observed with wonderment the tyrannical attitude

of Mr. Kinoshita. Is this the way a man advocating

freedom and rights of women should treat his wife?

I wondered if the ancient attitude toward women had

seeped so thoroughly into the male mind that even in

a man with understanding of women's problems it

could not be wiped away.
After lunch that day I read the newspaper at my

desk. The question of women's rights was being dis-

cussed so loudly in the world that this newspaper
had collected opinions from women readers. I read

some of the opinions in the woman's column: "It is

necessary to eradicate from the male mind the idea

that man is master and woman is slave." "Woman
seeks freedom." "Same education for women as for

men, same civil rights, same pay for same kind of

work." "Although the Japanese kimono is beautiful

to look at, it is a great hindrance to our activities."

I thought of my salary, which was only thirty-five

yen a month. The work I had finally succeeded in get-

ting in order not to worry my father was not even

enough to sustain me alone.

That evening in the crowded streetcar, I gazed
at the form of the woman sitting next to me, shaken

by the car, her legs and arms stretched out as if they
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were too heavy for her; and the woman standing in

front of me, hanging on the strap. Looking at the torn

and tattered edge of her sleeve, I felt that for the

first time I was learning about the world. The pupils

of my mind were opened, and suffering and sorrow

and struggle vibrated into my heart.



The Intelligence Officer

EVEN AFTER I went to bed the incidents

of the day whirled through my mind, and I could

not fall asleep. The feeling that a heavy burden had

been lifted and the feeling that I had done a ter-

ribly stupid thing chased each other round and round

in my brain. When I thought of myself standing and

speaking in that lecture hall crowded to overflow-

ing, I felt my cheeks burn. Try as I would, I could

not remember how I had looked or what I had said

on the platform. Only the applause as I descended

from it in a daze remained faintly in my ears. I

changed my position in bed, hoping to sleep; under

my breath I repeated, "It's finished." I could hear

from outside the kachi-kachi sound made by the

night-watchman as he walked by tapping his wooden

clappers. But when I closed my eyes, the scene in the
^
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lecture hall came back as though spotlighted. Then

other scenes appeared, flickeringly, as if from a magic
lantern.

The meeting had been sponsored by Woman and

Labor, a magazine published by a feminist agitator.

This was 1927, and I was now an unpaid worker for

the magazine. For this meeting I had prepared and

memorized and practiced a five-minute talk explain-

ing the purposes of the magazine. Lying in bed I re-

membered how, after time for the opening of the

meeting, the speakers had not all assembled, and I

had been at my wit's end; I had worked hard to find

a substitute for the notable man from the Fabian So-

ciety who, at the last minute, had been unable to

come; the heckling voices of the audience and the

clapping hands urging the opening of the meeting
had wrung my body with agony. All these things
came back endlessly to my sleepless mind. I relived

the hour before the meeting when the rain had begun
to fall from the clouded sky, and we had gazed bit-

terly at the heavens. But in spite of the rain, perhaps
because it was unusual to have a meeting sponsored

by women, the audience had come in great numbers.

There had been a scarcity of chairs. One by one the

recollections unwound like a thread in my mind. . . .

For a long time I had been living as though en-

closed in mist, turning first this way then that way,

finding no road to follow. The thought that in order

to live I must do something useful, rested heavily on

my head; but I had no idea of what I should do. I

asked myself why I was
living. Seeking some light
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to show me my way, I wandered in starless and moon-

less dark. Then I began doing a little work for Woman
and Labor, and it seemed to me that a faint light

was cast upon my path. Just as a coal miner feels

the answer to his hand when his pick strikes a vein

of coal, so I finally had found some answer to my
search for a meaning in existence.

Far away the temple bell rang twice, gon-gon. I

got out of bed and slid back the casement shoji. The

rain had stopped. A pale moon behind a light gray

cloud went glidingly across the sky. The early spring

night wind laden with dew was cool to my burning
cheeks. The young spring leaves exuded a smothering

fragrance. I breathed deeply, and that fragrance

seeped into the core of my brain, smoothing out the

tired wrinkles there. Then I thought of the discus-

sion meeting to be held tomorrow and of the criti-

cisms that would be made of tonight's meeting, and

my cheeks burned again. Since the earthquake, about

twenty young women had begun to assemble each

Sunday to discuss social problems. When Father was

away they met at my house.

The cloud across the moon thinned gradually, and

the spring moonlight shone clear. It flowed into my
room, over the Sumiye hanging which Mother had

painted before she became a bride, and which I had

begged of my grandmother for a keepsake. This hang-

ing brought my mother's fragrance close to me. Pal-

lidly disclosed by the moon, it was like her dead face,

pale and clear. It gave me a pure and noble feeling.

Next morning the air was crystal-clear. Over the
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dining room eaves plum blossoms bloomed along the

branch; their perfume filled the room. Now the mem-

ory of last night was only the memory of a duty

done, and my mind and body melted into the fra-

grance of the plum blossoms. For the first time in a

long while I had a feeling of leisure; I thought I would

like to arrange flowers, and I stepped onto the

veranda with garden shears. A uguisu bird began

singing "/to hokekyo" from the plum branch. I sat

down on the veranda so as not to disturb him. The

singing voice seemed to issue from a gentle, new-

born throat: "kekyo kekyo" it sang excitedly, like an

infant with faltering tongue. Just then the bell at the

side genkan rang resoundingly, breaking the peace-

ful scene. The uguisu, frightened by the sound, sud-

denly stopped his song.

It was very rare to have visitors on Sunday, even

when Father was at home. I was thinking that it was

either a peddler or a priest of Hachiman Shrine bring-

ing his book for collections or his bag for rice, when

the maid who had answered the bell said that it was a

guest for me. Lightly straightening my obi, I went to

the genkan. The man standing there was someone I

had never seen before. He wore a well-pressed West-

ern suit, and over it a silver-gray spring topcoat; in

his right hand he carried a soft felt hat of the same

color. As I sat on the matted floor of the genkan, he

placed his hat on the wide wooden step and took a

visiting card out of his pocket. Without any premoni-
tion of danger I dropped my eyes to the card; I saw
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the words "Intelligence Officer" written in bigger type

than the name.

"Eh, it is nothing important. I came merely to call

your attention to certain things." The officer smirked,

revealing his front gold teeth. Without invitation he

seated himself on the step and obliquely faced me.

The positions of host and guest seemed to be com-

pletely reversed. His attitude was calm; I sat, with

tense body, like a mouse being watched by a cat.

"Last night's meeting was a big success, wasn't it?"

He puffed at his cigarette, the pupils of his eyes glit-

tering.

The speakers at the meeting last night, he went

on to say, and all of the notables of the Fabian Society

were possessors of dangerous thought. It would be

harmful for me to associate with such people. "Don't

you think it will be to your advantage not to mingle
with them?" he said. "You are the daughter of an edu-

cator. Isn't there a saying that a wise person never

approaches danger?" He used extremely courteous

words, and treated me like an innocent and ignorant

girl.
I wanted to reply to his words, which seemed

to be dropping from above and wrapping me up, but

I checked my impulse and sat silently, watching my
opponent's face.

"Ha-ha-ha-ha!" The officer's empty laugh sounded

as though he were mocking himself. He leaned to-

ward me with the manner of one conferring a favor,

and said that this time he would consider my welfare

and keep my activities a secret. "You are of the age
to be married, neP It would be a calamity if you be-
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came 'damaged goods/ If you frequent such meetings,

no one will want you for a bride. Wouldn't it be

terrible if you couldn't become a bride? You will be

careful from now on, ne?"

"That's true," I said, purposely appearing stupid.

The restless waves in my mind felt as though they

would dash into my face.

"As the adage goes, If you mix with scarlet, you
will become red/ It's important to choose your ac-

quaintances."

Then he asked about the discussion group that met

at my house on Sundays. He said, "If these people
come and go from your house in great numbers, your

reputation in the neighborhood will become un-

savory." He repeated two or three such admonitions

as he leisurely finished his cigarette. Then he got up.

"So then, I have taken your time," he said.

The silver-gray topcoat disappeared in the shadows

of the cherry trees. The sound of his footsteps on the

gravel walk receded into the distance.

Some time after this, in February of 1928, I left

the house one night to go to a pre-election meeting
of the Farmer-Labor Party. Western dress was con-

spicuous, and since I did not want to be noticed I

put on Japanese garments which I had not worn for

a long time. Instead of going toward the main street,

I turned to the dark alley, slid past the lighted win-

dow of a candy store, and hurried to the elementary
school where the meeting was to be held.

The approaching election was the first since the
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passage of general manhood suffrage, and final pre-

election meetings were being held here and there.

Up to this time, platforms had seldom been an-

nounced, even at the approach of general elections.

Instead, vote-getters in groups of two or three had

come to our genkan numberless times during the pre-

election days. They wore their hakama and black

haori with their household crests, and almost pros-

trating themeselves on the ground, they pled for "one

pure vote" for their candidate. They held the cere-

monial white fan in their right hands, and the fans,

opened an inch with thumb and forefinger, clicked

patchi-patchi. Also in the old days numerous rolls

of letters endorsing the candidates arrived and were

placed before Father each morning. They were writ-

ten in black ink on fine heavy hosho paper, but Father

always threw them into the wastepaper basket with-

out even bothering to open them. It seemed to me
when I was small a shame to throw them away.

Recalling such things about elections in former

days, I reached the elementary school. The building,

usually sunk in darkness, was alive with brilliant elec-

tric light. On the paneled wall of the gymnasium were

pasted narrow strips of paper with big characters in

ink. I began reading, from right to left, such slogans

as, "Limitation of armaments and establishment of

world peace"; "Oppose sending army to meddle in

China"; "Eight-hour workday." I could read no more,

because the strips were hidden by the backs of po-

licemen who had come to the meeting.

There were no chairs in the gymnasium; a thin
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straw mat with curled and raveled edges was spread

on the bare floor. I stood at the entrance and waited

in line as the police inspected one by one the people

who were coming to the meeting. I noticed that be-

fore sitting on the mat everyone took off his geta

and wrapped them in newspapers brought from home.

About two-thirds of the mat was filled up with peo-

ple, rubbing against each other's shoulders, carefully

holding on their knees their geta bundles. Sitting

there they leaned forward a little, as if they were

putting all their strength into their bodies. Not many
of them were dressed in Western clothes; many wore

dark, simple cotton with hardly perceptible stripes.

I thought I heard someone calling my name be-

hind me. Looking back, I saw the intelligence officer

who had come to call on me, standing and smiling

slyly. Since that day, whenever I met him by chance

on the street he had stopped and talked familiarly

to me, as if we were old acquaintances. My heart

pounded at meeting him in such a place, and I felt

as though I had a water brash. As I pretended calm-

ness so that he would not be able to see into my
mind, he beckoned me to a place somewhat removed

from the groups of people. Drawing his eyebrows up
to a peak and staring at me, he urged me to go home.

"If you go quietly," he said, "there will be no dif-

ficulty later." I felt the threat in his words.

I left the meeting and, gazing up at the coldly-
cleared starry sky, silently I retraced my steps home-
ward.



Detention Cell

A LITTLE MORE than a year after this

experience at the Farmer-Labor Party meeting, I was

in the garden one Sunday afternoon. Father and

Younger Brother had gone for a walk. My two half-

sisters, who had returned home after a long stay with

their grandmother, were with me. We were busy

grooming the garden in which the azalea flowers had

just begun to bloom, when a maid ran out excitedly.

In a choking voice she told me that someone from

the police station had come to see me.

In order not to frighten my half-sisters, I went

quickly, just as I was, through the garden and around

to the genkan. An intelligence officer, wearing a West-

ern suit, was staring at the surroundings. When he

saw me, he said in a tone of command, "These mat-

ters cannot be discussed here. Come outside a mo-

ment, please."

I thought the request was strange, but I was less
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concerned with its strangeness than with the impos-

sibility of going outside in my indoor clothing. I said,

"Please wait a moment." But as I stepped away, the

officer suddenly seized my sleeve and held it.

"That costume will be all right," he said.

Just then I caught a glimpse of the navy blue uni-

forms of policemen behind the cherry tree by the

gate. My heart thumped as though it had bumped

against something. This situation was very grave. I

felt as if my blood were sucked down through my
body and might flow out from the tips of my toes.

I went out to the gate, the intelligence officer close

behind me. A Ford car, with doors open, was stand-

ing there. The street was so quiet, there was not even

the shadow of a passer-by. I got into the car and it

tore down the street, jolting me with its motion.

Where was I being taken? For what reason? These

thoughts whirled like a fire-wheel in my mind. I

closed my eyes, trying to regain calm. But the lurch-

ing of the car shook my mind. "Even this? Even this?"

it seemed to say accusingly. I felt that I was being

dragged into some domain whose boundaries I did

not know. Whither? Why? When I thought the car

had been running twenty or thirty minutes, it stopped,

stopping the thoughts in my mind. In front of me was

a frame building. Peeling paint exposed its dirty,

sooty boards. Policemen were hurrying in and out.

I knew it was a police station.

In a room near the entrance, three or four police-
men sat at desks and turned over documents. I went

through this room and into a dusky, moldy-smell-
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ing corridor. There was a policeman on either

side of me. The sound of their sabers beat into my
brain. At the end of the long corridor was a large,

thick, iron door. One of the policemen slid close to

the door and opened a small peep-window in the

upper part of it. Almost sticking his neck through
the window, he said, "Please take care of one person/'

His voice to me was far away, like a voice in a

dream. A sound of metal scraped my mind as the door

opened. My body was sucked inside; and behind me,
with violent noise that ground my mind to powder,
the door closed firmly. With that sound, the hope

lurking somewhere inside me, beseeching freakish

good fortune, was cut off altogether. Even in the car,

even after I arrived at the police station, I had looked

for a miracle to snatch me from the brink of evil. Now
all hope was lost with the closing of the door. I

thought it would never open again.

At the end of the detention room in which I was

standing were three cells in a row. The metal locks

of their doors glittered coldly in the semi-obscurity.

In the upper part of each door was a small window,
black as a cave. Something was shining in the black-

ness. As I looked fixedly I realized that there were

people in the cells, surveying me, a newcomer to

prison; the gleams I saw came from three pairs of

eyes burning and shining in the darkness. An expres-

sionless jailor stood in front of a desk at the left-hand

side of the room. I was commanded to stand in front

of him and to remove my belongings a wrist watch,

two handkerchiefs, twelve or thirteen hairpins, an obi
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clasp, a waist band which he placed on the desk, one

by one, in a row. Anything that might possibly be

used for hanging myself was taken away. I was told,

too, to take off my geta and to put on thin, cold san-

dals. The jailor scrambled my things together in a

soiled gray cotton bag stamped with a number 16.

The cells facing me as I came in were the ones

for men. On the left were the protective rooms for

women. As I stepped into a protective room, its door

closed behind me with a sound that seemed to im-

prison me forever. It was so dark in this two-mat room

that I could see nothing. I felt as though I had been

put into the cold dampness of the bottom of a deep
box. I sat down and leaned against the wall. My
knees seemed to be breaking. Chilling coldness went

through my body, freezing even my mind. Courage
crumbled inside me, and I was swept with heart-

paining loneliness, and anxiety, and a rising tide of

fear. I felt like a small boat, dizzily spun in a whirl-

pool. I closed my eyes and held my head.

Someone whispered in my ear, "What were you
taken in for? Stealing?"

I raised my eyes and saw a middle-aged woman
with sunken cheeks peering into my face. I sobbed,

overcome with self-pity.

The woman said, "When you come to a place like

this, you've got to be brave." Then she was silent.

After a long while a police saber sounded gacha-

gacha, and a hole in the bottom of the door was

opened. A large hand reached in and set down two

wooden boxes. They were police station lunch boxes,

179



RESTLESS WAVE

with reddish black paint peeling off and exposing

the grain of the wood. A rancid odor whiffed into my
nostrils as I lifted one of the covers. Leftover food

from restaurant and hospital lay dismally in the box,

in a colorless, shapeless jumble. The well-lighted din-

ing room at home flashed into my mind. The supper
which had always seemed commonplace now seemed

supremely delightful and consecrated. Now everyone
must be worrying about me, waiting forlornly. My
chest filled to overflowing, and I felt suffocated.

After the bustle of supper, a heavy stillness fell on

the prison's cave-darkness. The very atmosphere
seemed to weigh down my body. My cell mate began
to recount little by little the story of her life. Death

had taken her husband, and she had made a living

for her four children by knitting jerseys at home; then

her children fell ill, and, being unable to meet ex-

penses, she had stolen a watch and ring. "My luck

was bad, I can tell you," she said, and sighed.

Even though it was the end of March and spring

had begun, the nights were cool. The blankets which

had been given to me were small and torn; two or

three were needed to cover the body; and they were

sticky with dirt and grease. I had left mine at my feet

because I disliked putting their damp grime against

my skin; but gradually, as the cold increased, I

wrapped them about my hips. The woman took one of

her own and placed it upon me. "Never mind," she

said, "I'm used to this kind of existence. Even if it

gets cold, I'm used to it."

The protective room was just large enough for the
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two of us to stretch out our arms and legs and lie

down. In the men's cells there were not even mats,

only the wooden floor; and five or six people were

always crowded into them, so their feet and heads

bumped into the walls and they could not even

stretch out.

With eyes open wide in the darkness, I thought

about home. Father's face came stealing into my
mind, moving me deeply. The woman beside me
snored lightly as she slept. The footsteps of the jailor

going back and forth in the corridor sounded kotsu-

kotsu, like knocking on a door. My chest heaved and

I held it down, down, knowing that I could not hold

it down much longer. I was thinking that the jailor's

footsteps sounded less frequently, when I was star-

tled by a scream. It continued and grew thin, then

rose again in a long wail. There was silence for a

while, broken by another throat-splitting cry. My
heart throbbed as though it were beating a tocsin.

That screaming voice did not sound like a man's voice.

It was high-pitched. Was it a woman's? Now the

sound of sobbing leaked through the silence between

screams. I lay listening, and heard a noise like that

of a body being beaten with something. I sat upright,
without thinking, and shook the sleeping form of the

woman. She told me that a thirteen-year-old boy was

being tortured; he had worked in a brewery and was

suspected of stealing from his master, but he refused

to confess.

Toward dawn, just as I was dozing, I was awakened

by a yell from the jailor. I was dazed and dizzy from
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lack of sleep. I could do nothing but sit still as time

passed by. I could only live through the minutes one

by one. High on the wall was one window, about a

foot square. Through this window, between iron bars,

I caught a glimpse of blue sky. On the sooty walls

around me fingernails had carved out characters, but

it was too dark for me to read them. In the afternoon,

a child about six years old was brought into the pro-

tective room.

"Mummy," he sobbed to my cell mate, "you said

you would buy rice syrup and come right home, and

you told me to wait quietly, but you didn't come

back!"

At that moment the door opened. The jailor called,

"Number 16! Number 16!" My examination was going
to be held.

I put on cold damp sandals and went down the

long corridor. The noise of the sandals as I walked

sounded like someone chasing me. I was taken to a

room on the second floor of the prison. Around a large

desk in the middle of the room four or five intelli-

gence officers were sitting. On the wall facing me was

a placard bearing the slogan, "Be kind and alert." I

sat on a chair pointed to by one of the officers, and

found myself in front of an officer with a Kaiser-like

mustache who seemed to be the superior of the others.

He said, "To conceal will not be to your benefit."

His voice was authority piled on authority. He took

several letters from the top of the desk and showed
them to me. They were letters which had been sent

to me during the last election by Mr. Yamada, the
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chairman of the election committee of Japan's Farmer-

Labor Party. I had become acquainted with Mr.

Yamada when he came as lecturer to the discussion

group which met at my house; he had also contrib-

uted manuscripts to Woman and Labor. Probably the

police had searched my home when I was brought to

the prison, and had found the letters. So I learned at

last that Mr. Yamada was going to be persecuted for

harboring dangerous thoughts, and that I had been

put in the detention cell simply because I was an

acquaintance of his.

The officer wrote my explanation into the records,

put down his pen, stiffly
twirled his upstanding mus-

tache, and glared at me. "Is that all you know? Then

that will be all."

The next morning, after being warned against in-

volving myself in such matters in the future, I was

led out of the back exit of the detention prison.

When I went out into the street, the sunlight was

dazzling-bright. My eyes and mind blinking together,

I looked back over the way I had come in the past
few years. Although I had walked slowly, twisting
and turning, it seemed to me that I had come forward.

I felt that now I was standing at the turning point.

One way was a steep mountain path strewn with rocks

and roots of giant trees; the other was level, and even

with eyes closed one would not stumble on it. ...
As I looked at my surroundings, it seemed to me

that trees and streets and people walking about had

changed during the three days I had not seen them,
that the whole world had changed altogether.



Coming to America

THE GONG stopped its agitated ringing,

and the steamer which bore me slowly left Yokohama

Harbor, stirring the turbid water into large waves that

beat against the piers. In my hands thin strings of

varicolored tape trembled, as though sending me the

thoughts of those on shore. As the ship moved away
the strings were pulled out longer and longer, then

were cut off one by one. Some tangled tape clung to

the side of the boat, like my heart wrenched and torn

and pulled asunder.

The faces of those who had come to see the boat

leave dimmed into a hazy mass and were sucked into

the grayness of the pier. Only a yellow and a purple

parasol on the end of the pier jutting into the water,

caught the sunlight and soaked into my eyes forever.

The sea near the harbor was heavy and thick. The
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wake of the boat was like a long tail, and at its tip the

city of Yokohama floated like an island. The town of

low-crouching tile roofs grew smaller and smaller be-

fore my gazing eyes; and I murmured, "Sayonara,

sayonaragood-by" as the last bit of shore sank into

the sea.

This was the year 1930. Four months earlier Father

had left for Europe to fulfill his long desire to study

abroad for three years. It was at that time that talk

of my coming to America had begun. Father, leaving

this same harbor, had said very briefly, "Haru, what

do you mean to do about yourself?" And all of the

relatives, after a conference, had decided to entrust

me to my aunt and uncle who were coming to

America.

For four months after Father left I lived at home
with the third mother whom he had married as a duty
to the family. At first he had strongly opposed marry-

ing again, but finally relatives had persuaded him

that it was necessary to have a woman to care for the

family during his absence, and so it was hastily de-

cided that he would receive the new wife. After his

departure, as I looked at the figure of New Mother

standing on the veranda and gazing unseeing at the

garden trees, I was suddenly lonely. Looking at the

back of her who had married to take care of my
younger sisters and brother, who had been entrusted

with affairs of the household during Father's three-

year absence, who bowed meekly to her fate, I began
to have a feeling of reproach toward my father. I

divined the distress of the mother who had married
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into a family of grown children, and I had the desire

to speak to her as woman to woman rather than as

daughter to mother. But, I asked myself, if I did that,

would I not hurt New Mother's feelings? Finally I

decided that in New Mother's mind was hidden the

fate of resignation, and I carefully acted as daughter

to mother. But I was glad to make her worry some-

what lighter by leaving for America.

To all of my relatives my departure was a relief.

I was considered eccentric. It was unconventional

and therefore annoying to have such a person in the

family. Because I was not inclined toward a marriage

through a go-between like Elder Sister's, and because

I remained carefree in spite of the fact that I was

about to pass the marriage period, I was incompre-

hensible. "It is improper," complained the aunt who

was taking me to America, "when a girl like Ham,
older than twenty, still remains unmarried."

Moreover, I had added one more thing to the list

of my disgraceful activities by attending lectures at

Waseda University. For a long time men's universi-

ties had excluded women; but recently, influenced by
the world trend toward equal education for men and

women, they had opened their doors a little and

allowed women to attend lectures only. I was consid-

ered to have soiled the name of my family and ances-

tors by mingling with men students and having them

as friends. Elder Sister and Oba-san were always say-

ing, "Ham, they say that you have been seen non-

chalantly walking on the street with young men stu-

dents. Please consider what a reflection this is, first
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on your father, and then on all the rest of the rela-

tives." I felt as though both my mind and my body
were shriveling when I heard these words. During my
high-school days I had had these same ideas; but my
present mind was far distant from their way of think-

ing, having departed from it, I do not know when.

Now the ship was carrying me into the open sea,

where the blue ocean stretched to the horizons. The

crowd of people who had surrounded me were no

longer on deck. Uncle and Aunt were probably in their

cabin. I alone, desolate, gazed at the sky above Yoko-

hama. A bouquet of yellow chrysanthemums in my
hands brought me the fragrance and remembrance of

the shore; the large flowers bent back their heads as

if to peer into my face. All feelings of affection that

ever had stirred in my mind, that ever had wrapped
me gently and warmed the blood in my body, rose up
in love for my country. Impatient with its damp and

outworn customs, I had sometimes forgotten affec-

tion; but now that I was leaving, it boiled up pain-

fully.

That night a clear moon rose. Moonlight flowed

drippingly on the black water. Out on the deck alone,

I gazed at the sky. That full moon, spreading its blue-

white light on my home, on the land of my memories,
would also shine on the other side of the earth. It was
so clear, it seemed it might reflect the thoughts of my
heart and communicate them to those who were far

away.
Not even the shadow of a person moved on the

midnight deck. My body, all alone, seemed to float on
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the ocean; and my mind drifted, too, on the sea that

reached from shore to shore. All my life, I thought,

had been unceasing pain. Always I had sought some-

thing the eye could not see; and always when I

touched it, it had slipped away from my fingers. My
mind, scraping against the world, had been wounded.

I cried alone in my loneliness. If I had trod the safe

path, not gazing at the great wide sky, not seeing the

far mountains which beckoned me on; if I had ac-

cepted my grandmother's world, perhaps now I would

be living a calm and peaceful life, like Elder Sister's

life, where no waves beat. But my mind, flying about

in the sky, had listened to the whispering voice of the

wind, and the rustling of leaves of the trees, and the

fine vibrations of air. What shore would I reach, being
like this, and when?

Father's parting words remained with me, bored

into my memory: "Hani, what do you mean to do

about yourself?" Sometimes it seemed to me that he

was scolding the obstinacy with which I persisted in

my own way, reproaching my wandering thus far

without arriving anywhere; it was as if he had thrown

me out and commanded, "Now manage your destiny

yourself." But again it seemed to me that Father was

worrying with me, and encouraging me who walked

all alone.

Since the time when I held in my arms the blue-

eyed doll which Father gave me, I had drawn a pic-

ture of America in my mind, and had sought it beyond
the horizon fading into evening haze. But now, when
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I realized that I was actually going to America, I was

frightened. A dream-America, peering at me from the

shadow of the moon, beckoned to me, gently smiling.

But the real America which, like an eagle, might grasp

me and toss me about I wondered if it would not

make me dizzy.

The engine in the bottom of the boat throbbed

faintly, like the beating of my heart. The clear moon

peered into my soul. I remembered the poem,

The wave that rolls up,

Rumbling on the shore

Of the great sea.

Breaking me,

Bursts in spray, and scatters.

Minamoto Sanetomo

For the ocean, sleeping under moonlight, was beating
and receding in my mind, raising a high white spray.









PART FOUR

Nostalgia

SAN FRANCISCO, floating on the morning

mist, drifting over the waves in a trance, was like an

island in a dream. To me it looked like an island in

Japan, and I gazed at the dawning sky, expecting to

see the grace of snow-peaked Fuji Mountain. As the

ship approached the shore, green groves, red roofs,

and white windows dropped calm shadows on the

surface of the water, and the illusory Fuji disappeared
without leaving a trace.

Even after I had landed in San Francisco and stood

on the unmoving earth, I felt the ground rocking
under my feet. In the different-to-the-skin air of this

strange country, my blood seemed to be running back-

ward. Tall buildings, weaving flow of automobiles,

and jarring noise of streetcars seemed to be roaring
at me. Short gay dresses of red, yellow and blue
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danced past me. Thrusting out their chests, stretch-

ing their waists, and standing as straight as green

bamboos, the women walked by kicking the streets.

To my eyes used to the timorous gait of Japanese

women, who walked with short steps, drooping shoul-

ders, and eyes cast down, these figures of women were

a symbol of free, unhampered womanhood.

It was Labor Day, early in September. The noise of

a band resounded in the crowd as a procession passed.

People in the procession and policemen standing by
were smiling like elementary school children on a

picnic. If this had been Tokyo, the procession of

workers would have been surrounded by cordons of

police; the horses of mounted police would have

stamped their hoofs, and the marching faces would

have looked strained.

What an uneasy feeling it gives one not to be able

to understand the language of a country! What lan-

guage, supposed to be English, had I learned in Japan?
Around my ears buzzed an incomprehensible sound,

like the sound of bees whose hives have been dis-

turbed. I strained my ears again and again, but no

meaning was born out of the noise. The buzzing re-

sounded in my head even when I stood on a calm cliff

overlooking Golden Gate. The expectancy of know-

ing America seemed to crumble before this unfamili-

arity of language, and the ringing in my ears was like

the uneasy sound of the crumbling of my hope.
When Uncle and Aunt and I were inside a train

crossing the American continent to Washington, I felt

myself shrinking smaller and smaller. I felt like a lost
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child thrown out into this wide country. The great

boulders of the Rocky Mountains piled heavily upon
me as I looked from the window of the train; the crags

looked like giant fists, sometimes like arms jutting out.

Even at nightfall, after the train had rushed and

rushed all day, the country without even man's house

or man's shadow did not come to an end; the limitless

plain crouching in darkness seemed to gulp me down.

It was night when I arrived in Washington. It was

much darker than I had expected; the street lights

shadowed by rows of trees threw dim lights. Washing-

ton, wrapped in square flower beds and parks thickly

groved, was a quieter city than Tokyo. Seeking the

delicate fragrance of garden and the touch of soft

earth, I wandered near a park and tried to regain

my inward peace. The tumult of mind I had felt upon

landing in San Francisco had not ceased to rock me.

Even after my tired body was quieted, the tossing of

the waves and the jarring of the train shook my mind.

Soon I began attending George Washington Uni-

versity. As if clinging to each word I listened to the

lectures, but I did not understand the greater part of

them. And when I wanted to tell new acquaintances
of my feelings, I could not talk to them. Looking
around the English literature class, I saw that there

were more girls than men. I thought of Waseda Uni-

versity, where women were as rare as stars in a dark,

rain-threatening sky. I remembered the eyes of men
students, which had seemed to say, "What a fresh

woman!'' Here, if a woman dropped a pencil, a man
would pick it up for her.
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In the park I went through going to and from

school, children's high-pitched voices and laughter

from wide-open mouths resounded among the trees

and gently brought calm to my heart. Red and blue

dresses jumped about as if in a butterfly dance. A

group of little girls were skipping rope. Their small

white thighs received the sun and were like fish skip-

ping over the waves, shining white and swimming
in air. The autumn sky was clear and limitless, trans-

parently blue. Over it floated white broken clouds,

like white sails in the ocean, drifting in wind.

I thought of autumn in Japan: the maples in our

garden turning red and scattering leaves, spread out

like the small palms of a child's hand, on the surface

of the pond; the bush clover by the pond, heavily

drooping its wisteria-colored flowers, swaying in the

wind. . . . When autumn comes the Gingko leaves

drift down soundlessly about the gravestone where

my mother sleeps; the yellow fan-shaped leaves lie so

thickly on the black grave soil that they can hardly be

swept away. ... I could almost see my grand-
mother's back as she knelt before that gravestone,

placing her two hands together in worship. I could

hear the sound of the water bucket being pulled up,

in the stilled temple garden; then the flowing sound

of the clear water emptied from the bucket into a

wooden pail. Grandmother, holding the pail in one

hand and a thick bundle of incense sticks in the other,

would visit my mother's grave. After long silent prayer
she would pour the clear water over the gray grave-

stone, which, wet, became lustrously green. She had
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made me water the grave thus when I was small, say-

ing, "If we water it, the Buddha will feel refreshed.

. . ." Just before I left for America I had offered a

snow-white summer chrysanthemum after worship-

ing at Mother's grave. The chrysanthemum had stood

out in clear white relief among the deep green leaves

of the camellias that surrounded the gravestone. . . .

Sitting all alone in a park in America, listening to

children's voices, and lost in my own thoughts, I

watched the people passing by.

I yearned to discover somewhere, even in the gait

or the expressions of people passing by, one bit of

something really American. Although my body was

here, it seemed to me that America was wrapped in

mist and could not be touched. I was surrounded by

things American the landscape, the language, the

people but the moving American life was shut away
from me. Since I had stepped on American soil, many
shapes had reflected themselves in my eyes, but they
were shadows. I could get no glimpse into the sub-

stance of American life. I felt that I had vainly run

after figures that passed without greeting, and had

tried to cling to their sleeves. America was an un-

known giant who disappeared into darkness, shaking
off my hands.

It seemed to me that I had lost myself when I

landed in this country. All knowledge and observa-

tion that were a part of me seemed to have left me,
and I felt as if I were carrying around their empty,
cast-off shells. Up to this time I had unconsciously
had a big head, thinking that I was more accom-
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plished than the average woman. On the boat, as I

watched Aunt fondling her children, I had felt that I,

who strove to understand society, was one degree

above her whose mind was completely occupied with

her husband's and children's affairs. When I sat on

the deck absorbed in reading a book, somewhere in

my mind had lurked the desire to show off my knowl-

edge to others. With what self-satisfied eyes had I

viewed the married women on the boat who moved,

not as individuals, but as shadows of their husbands,

growing bigger with their husbands' positions. Now I

was ashamed of myself, who, with so slight knowl-

edge, had been so proud. Now I felt broken to pieces

and kicked down into a deep gorge.

I left the park and walked, deep in thought, with-

out destination. Vine-covered houses disappeared

along my way, and crooked frame houses stood in

rows, as though left there from some unknown time.

Half-sunken into the ground, these foundationless

houses looked dark and sooty and sick.

Day by day the autumn deepened. Dead leaves still

left on the bone-like, sharp-branched tips of the trees,

shook in the autumn wind. I began to stay at home
more and more, because it was easier to sit alone than

to appear before people. At night I sat by the win-

dow listening to the sound of dead leaves scattering

in the wind. Rain began to fall on the dead leaves,

making a pattering sound.

Aunt had introduced a bachelor acquaintance to

me, and had urged me, without expressing it in so

many words, to associate with him. I went to a play
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accompanied by him. As I was leaving, Aunt took

away my plain overcoat and forcefully persuaded me
to wear her fur one. She who in Japan had opposed

my even walking with young men, accepted American

customs without question. She adopted the customs of

the society in which she moved as a standard, and

measured right and wrong accordingly. But it was

shoulder-stiffening and painful for me to sit with a

person with whom I had nothing in common, and my
mind was neither on the play nor on my companion.
Like a sea creature that closes its shell tightly, I closed

my mind and stiffened my body.
I could not become familiar with the Japanese who

surrounded my uncle in Washington. Although I tried

to distract my mind from the loneliness and distress

of being cut off from American society, these people
with whom Uncle and Aunt associated were also far

removed from me. When I came near them, I realized

more strongly than ever my loneliness; it was less dis-

tressing to be actually alone. In order not to hurt Aunt,

who with kind intentions arranged engagements for

me, I went out with these people. But afterwards it

always seemed that something bitter remained on the

tip of my tongue.
These Japanese in Washington seemed to have for-

gotten or forsaken the dreams and ideals of youth
written down on yellowed, faded pages of old diaries.

Even their delicate feelings were now threadbare.

They were concerned only with safe-guarding their

positions. As I watched these men associating with

each other, I noticed that they could not discard the

199



RESTLESS WAVE

cloak of position even when they were playing bridge

or mah Jong. When they talked with their superiors,

they would bend their waists and bow at each word.

The higher the companion's position, the lower their

bows. When they faced inferiors, on the other hand,

they dealt with them by thrusting their chests for-

ward and pushing out their chins. Twenty such per-

sons in a room would act thus: discriminately bowing
or thrusting out their chests, to right and to left, the

highest and the lowest, one to the other.

Struggling alone in the deep mud-bottom of this

stagnant marsh, I wanted to go out to the wide sea,

even if to be buffeted by big waves and carried away

by violently breaking surf. Often in these days I re-

membered the lines:

If asked

What is most painful,

Answer

It is the mind

Sundered from other minds.

Abbott Ryokan



Neio York City in Snow

THE DAY I CAME to New York City, a

leaden winter sky hung low. At the Y.W.C.A. on

Seventeenth Street I sat lonesomely in a small room,

facing my few pieces of luggage. It apeared that all

the women who lived in the building worked during
the day; in the corridor outside the door there was

no sound of footsteps, no sound of anyone moving
in the rooms separated from mine by only a thin wall.

I pulled close to my knees the suitcase that had

followed my body all the way from Japan. Even

though it was silent, it was my only companion. The

slight stains on it made me feel that my own Me had

seeped into it, and I stared at it fixedly. Then I opened
it, took out a photograph of my mother, and placed it

on a small desk near the window. From an oblong
Paulownia box I lifted a Kyoto doll with white face,
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crescent-shaped eyebrows, and long slit eyes. Grand-

mother had given it to me as a parting gift, saying,

"Even if you go to America, don't forget to come back

to Japan/' The doll stood on the desk, showing be-

neath her scarlet undergarment a row of small white

toes.

Outside the window, powdered snow, dancing like

mist, fell from the ashen-colored sky. Neither Mother's

photograph nor the Kyoto doll in front of the fogged
window pane could warm me. I shuddered with

cold. The jarring noise of the elevated train that ran

near by broke through the soundlessly falling snow,

scratching and tearing and shaking the air. As I

watched, white snow kept piling up on roofs and

streets. Pressing my cheek against the cold window

pane and looking down at streets buried in whiteness,

I thought of the Washington I had left.

To Aunt, my idea of coming to New York alone had

been wild and foolhardy. "When at last it's been ar-

ranged that a maid will come from Japan!" she said.

"I was just thinking that from now on we two could

be entirely carefree, and buy clothes and sew the kind

of suits we like, consulting with each other about

materials and patterns."

To this I was silent, looking down, and she said

half-teasingly, "Hani is really a whimsical person,
isn't she? Purposely trying to experience hardships!"

She had laughed, and had not taken me seriously in

the beginning. But when she knew my unexpectedly
determined mind, she anxiously consulted Uncle, and

then told me that she could not let me go to New York
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without my father's permission. "As long as you are

entrusted to us," she said, "we have a responsibility,

and we cannot let you do as you please without your

father's consent."

Before long a letter came from Father, who was in

Germany, absolutely opposing my plan, as Aunt had

anticipated. I myself had not expected Father's per-

mission to leave Washington. But by this time I had

determined to live my life as I thought fit, disregard-

ing even Father's wishes and worries. Various

thoughts were beating wildly in my brain. The atmos-

phere of Washington was unbearable to me. Just as

a stream flowing among mountains will, if checked,

break its dam and suddenly overflow, so I, whose

outlet of expression was obstructed, sought a way of

escape.

My uncle had tried to stop me by speaking of the

terrors of New York. "Subways stretch and wind

about like spider webs," he said, "and once you get

underground you won't know where you're being car-

ried to. Then too, on the Broadway that rivals day-

light, holdups are rampant." In Uncle's eyes I was no

more than a small girl who could be frightened by
such bugbears.
The white snowflakes dancing at the window were

sucked away into the twilight of the shorter winter

day. The dusk seemed to threaten my body, as if it

would whirl me into it. I felt myself falling into the

deep bottom of growing darkness. Only the white

face of the Kyoto doll on the desk remained visible.

In the windows of houses facing me, the lights began
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to glow. I could see them warmly enfolding families

at their peaceful evening meals. Once again I thought

of Washington. Aunt's face, floating palely out of the

darkness, seemed to whisper, "All would have been

well if you had stayed with me."

The scene of a ball to which Aunt had taken me
came to my mind. The crowd dancing under pale

lights had looked like the swelling of waves that

quietly come and go under moonlight. Dazedly I had

listened to the dance music, which made me wonder

if it were the sound of strong wind among pine trees.

For nearly a week after the ball, bouquets for me had

been sent to Uncle's office from a person said to be

the son of a minister from a small European country.

Not knowing that Uncle was a relative of mine, he had

asked him to search for me, saying, "She was a Japa-

nese lady." Uncle only laughed and did not bring the

bouquets home; he said that he told the man he did

not know any girl of that description. I had not even

asked what kind of flowers they were. If I had gone
about with Aunt, looking at ladies' dresses which all

looked equally beautiful to me, attending the theater

with her, enjoying the social gatherings to which she

went, I would not have had to taste this loneliness

which was tearing out my heart. If I had been able not

to think, to keep my mind empty, life in Washington
would have been satisfactory to me.

But it had not been so; and now, sitting alone with

drooping shoulders and head cast down, I wondered

if I would vanish and disappear in bottomless New
York. I was like the leaf of a tree drifting in mid-
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ocean, shaken by rough waves, and I might even be

drowned. I was like a small bird released from his

cage who now sat shivering on the winter-withered

branch, not at all the bird he had hoped to be. I who

had been like a potted plant grown in a greenhouse,

was now a wild flower exposed to cutting wind and

the freezing cold of the winter storm.

I lay in bed as night deepened, hearing the jarring

noise of the elevated rushing out from black darkness.

And when that ended, I heard the sound of things

freezing, streets and houses cracking in the cold. It

stopped snowing the next day, but the wind blowing

wildly over high-piled snow, stormed the whole day

through. In Tokyo there were no days like this. There

we had peaceful, snow-melting mornings, when the

warm sun melted the soft whiteness, and shining

drops of water fell drip-drip from the garden pine;

when melting snow-water flowed along the eaves with

a sound like a mountain stream.

I visited a Japanese pastor in uptown New York,

with a letter of introduction which I had received

when I left Japan. Three small sisters came out, greet-

ing me like a playmate. As I went with them to bounce

balls, I noticed for the first time in a long while the

pale sunlight falling slantingly on the streets through
clouds that were thick like lead.

At the pastor's home, I saw in a Japanese news-

paper published in New York a piece of art criticism

by a man to whom I also had an introduction. It had

been given to me by an ex-professor of Waseda Uni-

versity, who had told me that this artist lived in Green-
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wich Village, and that I should meet him without fail

because he had lived in New York for a long time.

Seeing his article in the newspaper, I felt like search-

ing him out the very next day. At the entrance to an

elevated station I bought a small New York guidebook
with a red cover.

The following day, with the map in one hand, I

walked about looking for Greenwich Village. I passed

sooty brick houses half-buried in the dirty snow. A
man with shapeless hat pulled over his eyes went by,

followed by a big-hipped old woman carrying a shop-

ping bag, almost dragging the skirt of her black dress

as she heavily walked through the slush. Walking

along a narrow street where the grime of poverty

drifted, I turned right. Here houses heavily fitted with

lustrous doors, conspicuous even to night eyes, were

visible through shrubbery and iron fences. From their

large windows bright light flowed onto the plants out-

side. These houses seemed to be back to back with the

dirty houses I had seen a moment before; but here

even the air seemed clear.

Streets ran wildly and wilfully, stretched right, left

and obliquely, unlike the checker-board streets of

surrounding New York City. Standing on dark cor-

ners and reading the names of streets, I kept on walk-

ing without direction. Suddenly it was bright ahead of

me. Two or three cabarets, painted garish red, yellow

and green, ran out onto the gay street. In front of

them, doormen dressed as pirates and bullfighters

were calling customers. I passed an antique store, a

shop displaying necklaces and rings, some basement
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tearooms, and again entered a section of dark cellars.

Under the elevated of Greenwich Street the shadows

of the iron pillars stretched long, looking as if brawny
arms might be thrust out from behind them. At that

corner, the sign "Horatio Street" hung dimly in the

light. It was the street I was looking for. I walked

down it past unlighted houses for nearly a block and

a half before I came to number 73.

The outer door when I opened it made a loud

creaking noise, as if the whole house would break

down. I found the artist's studio at the very top of

the dark stairs. It was unexpectedly bright and tidy.

An easel stood a little toward the right in the large

room, and the walls were covered with paintings so

many that there was little space between them.

"You're awfully late," I was told. And when I looked

at my watch, I saw that it was nearly two hours after

the time agreed on over the telephone. When I told

how I had lostmy way, and how ominous it was under

the elevated, the artist said that this section had

formerly been a slum nest, and that even taxis some-

times lost their way. He talked about the pranks of

the neighborhood children when he had first moved
into the section. When the slum tenements had been

renovated, he told me, and artists, teachers and writers

had moved in, the people living there had been hos-

tile toward newcomers different from themselves. This

was probably because rents were raised and they were

chased out. The children had thrown stones and

snowballs and played other pranks. On the day he

came, snowballs as hard as rocks broke through the
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new window panes and bounded into the room. When
he went outside, some ten neighborhood children, all

dressed in rags, all from six to ten years old, ran to-

ward the corner like sparrows. Realizing that he was

not very angry, they took a fighting position and ad-

vanced on him slowly, packing snowballs with quick

hands. One of them who appeared to be a sort of

captain shouted, "Look out! He has his hands in his

pockets!" So he stretched out both hands and showed

them his empty palms. Seeming relieved, the children

threw away the snowballs and approached slowly. He
beckoned them to come into his room. They shuffled

in and looked curiously at his pictures. But when they

noticed the telephone, they looked up with suspicious

eyes, as if they were saying, "Has he called the police

station?" A quick-eyed child was stationed at the en-

trance to watch for the police. Meanwhile the artist

gave the other children bananas which he had bought

cheaply, and began to sketch their faces. They thrust

their dirty faces up one after another, saying, "Me too,

me too." They did not mind whether the pictures

looked like them or not. Holding them with great care,

they rushed out, kicking the floor with their torn

shoes. From that time on they did not break windows.

Whenever they saw a Japanese face around the cor-

ner, they rang his doorbell and announced, "A guest

is coming." Once a child was sent by its mother to

give him a clay Japanese doll.

This man's story indicated that he was used to the

life of the slum streets. Although he had come to

America when he was a child, and had been here for
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twenty years, he still read Japanese newspapers and

magazines, and was well informed on Japanese af-

fairs. For the first time since I had left Japan, I found

a companion with whom I could talk. And although
this was the first time I had seen him, I stayed for a

long time.

Late that night he accompanied me home. A Japa-
nese man walking on the street with a woman leaves

her behind, even when crossing the street, and goes
ahead unconcernedly by himself. But this man walked

with me, by my side. I felt that he was a cross between

American and Japanese. Fourteenth Street, frozen

and hard, shone under the lights as if it were wet,

and stretched straight toward the far distance.



Loue with Anger

ABOUT A YEAR after I came to New York,

Father, who was in Europe, decided he would return

to Japan by way of America. During this year I had

been living in the home of an American pastor help-

ing his wife in her housework and managing to attend

lectures at Columbia University.

Nearly three years had passed since I had parted
from Father in Japan, and now, waiting impatiently
to see him, I searched my memory for his features.

Strangely enough, when I tried to recall the whole of

his face, the outlines which had seemed so clear

dimmed and vanished into air. But his eyes and the

sides of his mouth as he began to smile, floated into

my mind.

Because of storm, Father arrived in New York a

day behind schedule. The blizzard of the previous day
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was over, and the light-dulled winter sun fell life-

lessly on frozen streets. In the building at the pier,

the sound of luggage trucks and footsteps rose to

the high ceiling and whirled around, reverberating

against the four walls. I did not know about getting

a permit to go beyond the railing, so I was stopped at

the gate, and I waited there for Father to come.

I saw him in the distance, tossed by waves of men,

and I signaled him by waving my hands. He peered
here and there, not even looking toward me, as he was

pushed along by the people. He was wearing an over-

coat with fur collar which I did not remember seeing

in Japan. In his right hand he carried a large white

cardboard box, holding it as though it were a precious

thing. Surely, I thought, he must see my face as he

approached me, for I was leaning far over the railing.

But he only stared at me through his spectacles with

a strange expression, gathering frowns on his fore-

head.

"Father!"

"Oh, then, it is you, isn't it, Haru?"

He had not recognized me, and he laughed and

joked, saying that I did not look like a Japanese, but

like an American. There were more gray hairs in his

mustache, but three years of life abroad, free from

household cares, had made his mind younger; and he

affected admiration for everything, saying that New
York women were all beautiful. The box he was carry-

ing held a toy brought from Germany for Uncle's son

in Washington. He was afraid it would be broken if

he gave it to a porter to carry.
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All the time I was sightseeing with Father in New
York, I was wondering if he would speak about my
having left Washington without his permission, but

he did not touch on it. One day he, who had never

before paid any attention to clothes, noticed a wom-
an's coat displayed in a Fifth Avenue shop window.

"That kind of coat might look well on you, Haru,"

he said, looking at me, "and it would be much warmer

than the one you have on." He bought me a new coat.

After some ten days of sightseeing in New York,

I went to Washington with Father. Fresh from the

crowds of New York, I thought that Washington,

wrapped in groves, was as quietly stilled as if all

motion had stopped; even the rhythmic footsteps on

the street were leisurely and reposeful. The I who had

first arrived in Washington from Japan and the I of

today were so different it was no wonder Father had

mistaken me at the pier. The one year of living among

strangers in New York, unprotected by Father's name

and position, had strengthened me. The cold-blowing
wind of the world had deepened my mind.

There had been great change in Japan's interna-

tional relations in this year I had been away from

Washington. Japan, after following a peaceful diplo-

matic policy for ten years, had been dragged by the

Army into the invasion of Manchuria. The Manchu-

rian incident had been succeeded by the Shanghai

incident; and, having violated international treaties,

Japan announced her withdrawal from the League of

Nations. I was beginning to view these events with

clear eyes.

212



LOVE WITH ANGER

In the park in Washington which I had passed on

my way to school, children were playing as usual,

jumping about with red cheeks in the cold wind. The

trees on the streets stretched their dead branches into

the winter sky as they had a year before; but now I

possessed within me a strength and confidence which

I had not had then.

In the train on the way to Washington I had at last

confessed to Father the things I had wanted to tell

him. I told him that I had met the man whom I wanted

to marry; that he was the artist whom Father had met

in New York; that he and I had congenial ideas and

tastes. Father listened, only nodding, speaking no

word of consent or admonition. After we arrived in

Washington, I waited for him to speak, but he did

not. I could not change my path, whatever he said,

but I hoped for his permission.

When I thought about love, I realized that I had

experienced the feeling for the first time when I was

very small. In fifth grade in elementary school there

had been a young man teacher who read to us the

works of famous writers. Admiring them, he would

say, "This part shines." I loved him secretly, and when
he praised my compositions I felt a face-blushing,
bashful happiness. I imagined that he lived in a house

with a beautiful flower garden, and I longed to visit it

sometime. But when Aunt took me to his house after

I had finished elementary school, to thank him for his

care during that time, I saw him come nervously out

of his shabby, wretched house, in a cotton short-

sleeved kimono. My dream was shattered all at once,
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and instead of a fairy-tale king, a poverty-stricken

figure remained in my lonesome mind. In Girls' High
School I was taught that it was a sin to fall in love, and

even the form of pale, childish love dissolved within

me. At the time of Elder Sister's marriage and after-

ward, I had feared marriage, realizing that a married

woman must give up her freedom and her hopes. Now
I thought how I had changed since that time; and I

tried to understand the change in myself in order to

understand Father's thoughts about my marriage.

One day after supper I was called formally before

Father, Uncle and Aunt. Although my mind was made

up, when I saw their unsmiling faces I was struck by
the heavy atmosphere; my body became stiff, my head

fell involuntarily, and my eyes looked down at my
feet. Father, Uncle and Aunt remained silent for a

long time, each waiting for the other to open his lips

first. Glimpsingly I looked at Father. He was deep in

thought, his right hand under his chin, his face bowed
down.

Aunt opened her mouth, saying in a strange, stiff

voice that marriage based upon love was bestial. "I

cannot agree," she said, "to a marriage that lays em-

phasis on love, on coming together when you like

each other and wilfully separating when you dislike

each other. On top of that, the other party, I hear, is

an artist, so there is more ground for objection. You
think you are wise, Haru, but you don't have experi-
ence of the world." To Aunt, all artists were licentious

and drunken and went about seducing women with

sweet words.
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Uncle, folding his arms as though deep in thought,

said, "Artist and poverty go together. If he had posi-

tion or fortune, there would be room for consider-

ation."

Father, wearing an expression that seemed to say

this had become a troublesome affair, kept silent.

"What kind of feeling did you have when you met

this artist in New York?" Aunt asked Father, turning

toward him and speaking as though artists were a sep-

arate species of mankind.

"I didn't get an especially different impression.

. . ." Father twisted his mustache. This was a habit of

his when he was displeased.

It was decided at this conference that Father would

take me back to Japan. But I was determined to go

through with my plan, and I resisted Father coldly.

Even though he said he would take me to Japan, he

could not drag me away by force with a rope. Love

between father and daughter changed to anger, and

love and anger vied with each other in our hearts.

After a few unpleasant days, I decided to leave Wash-

ington.

On the day I was to leave, with a promise not to

see the man even after my return to New York, Father

went out listlessly in the morning, saying that he was

going for a walk. He had not returned in the afternoon

when the time came for my departure. I returned to

New York without a parting word, embracing the last

view of Father disappearing among the trees on the

street. At that time I could not foresee the future;
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even today I do not know what day I shall again meet

my father with whom I parted thus.

Winter left, spring passed, summer's heat changed
to the season of coloring leaves; and one day in

autumn, when clear sunlight dropped clean-cut shad-

ows on the ground, my uncle came from Washington
to New York and conveyed to me a message from

Father permitting my marriage. Uncle, in Father's

place, met the partners of the marriage. No words of

felicitation, no gifts such as Elder Sister had received,

came from my relatives. Only a letter from Father

reached my husband. In it was written: "Although
Hani is inordinately self-willed and inadequate, I

would ask you to look after her in the long future."

In Father's eyes I was imprudent and uncontrol-

lable, a self-willed daughter who chose her own way
regardless of a parent's advice. I could see how he

must feel when he compared me to Elder Sister, who
had known how to guard herself, who had said that

she would marry no one but an Imperial University

graduate. I understood, for the first time, Father's

anger which took so long to melt.



The Falling of Neiu Sprouts

MY DEAD BABY had seemed to lie in a

motionless, innocent sleep. It had been small but fully

developed, its fingers and toes separate and beautiful.

The features of that child who had been born before

full moons and had made its journey from darkness

into darkness, remained forever in my eyes. Now,

remembering the sorrows of that time, I tried with all

my body to protect the new life sprouting within me.

It seemed to me that the small soul which had been

lost had been transferred to the child now to be born,

that the lost child was to be resurrected.

But the sorrows of the death of my first baby at-

tacked me in dreams, and I had the illusion that the

second life, whose motion I faintly felt, was also cut

off from my life. Awakened by such nightmares in the

dead of night, I lay with stiffened hands and legs, and,
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half doubting, half believing, stared into the thick

darkness.

Many friendships poured in upon me during this

painful time. It was arranged that a first-rate special-

ist, far beyond our means, should take care of me. I

received much kindness and attention. When summer

came, we avoided the heat and stayed in the home of

a kind friend who lived in the country. Sitting in the

shade of trees, I watched the light of leaves rustling

in the sun, or gazed up at the shining silver-gray sum-

mer clouds floating in the sky; or I walked along the

shore of the lake. The lake reflected the trees in its

green water, and from its deeper bottom the reflected

sky peered out.

Spending such peaceful days, I waited for the day
of childbirth, counting the days one by one; and I

could think of nothing but that. Soft cheeks of a baby,
limbs waving and moving incessantly, lips smelling

of milk these spread over my world, pushing all other

thoughts into one corner. Could a small thing grow-

ing inside me change me to such an extent? It was so.

I forgot the existence of the world, and lived only for

the child that was to be born.

The sacrificing love of a mother who jumps unhesi-

tatingly into fire or water for the sake of her child had

begun to grow within me. Once, looking at young
mothers happily fondling their babies and talking silly

talk, I had thought them comical. I had wondered

how it could be that a mother would sacrifice her own
desires and freedom, everything, for her child. Now I

reflected that I too was one of these mothers. I found
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myself from time to time almost completely egoistic

from naked maternal love, and I felt frightened.

It was a hot day toward the end of August. Even in

the shade of trees, stifling sultry heat wrapped my
body, suffocating me. I had experienced extraordi-

nary physical suffering, and, secretly fearing that I

might again lose the child, I had given myself all pos-

sible care. Now on this day, I thought that it would be

only two more months, and at the thought I felt eased,

like a mountain traveler who has just crossed a steep

pass and has come to an easy down-hill path. But on

this very day I had to be rushed suddenly to the

hospital. Going from the country to New York, still

hoping for a last miracle, I made vain efforts to keep
the car's shaking from being transmitted to the inside

of my body.
When I had been in the hospital before, I had been

surrounded by fortunate mothers lying in rows to

right and left of me, proudly holding their babies to

distended breasts while I covered my face to conceal

my tears. For a moment I had hated these mothers

who held round healthy babies. I had tried to put
down such an ugly emotion, and, tightly grasping my
shameful self, had stared at the walls and ceilings of

the ward, trying not to see the mothers and babies ly-

ing next to me. As if understanding the anguish I had
known then, my friend, who was the mother of two

children, put me this time into the best private room
in the hospital. "Don't worry about money," she said

when I protested. "All of us together can do something
about it."
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The baby who saw the light of the world two

months too soon was small and weak, but a beautiful

girl child. She did not cry right away after birth, and

I, half in dream, cried out, "She is dead! She is dead!"

After a while, when my hearing was clearer, I heard

the faintly audible birth cry. Then I felt I must weep
with joy, thinking, "Ah, it has designed to live!"

I spent the whole night without sleeping, feeling

somehow that the baby might cease to breathe if I

closed my eyes. The pediatrician guarded closely the

little fire of life, as if he were stirring up dying char-

coal. Sometimes, in the days that followed, it looked

as though it would burn, raising up a burst of red

flames; then again it became like gray smouldering
coal. Three days after birth, the little life, still fighting

the harsh air of the outside world and almost burning

out, was placed in an incubator, where it continued to

last precariously. My husband visited the incubator

daily, and would tell me that the baby's small hands

were exact replicas of mine, or that her face was

small and pretty with well-shaped eyes and nose. I

did not know that during this time the child's death

was considered near, and that my husband's blood

was being taken for a transfusion. I could not have

entertained the thought had I known. I felt that the

child's life was enfolded by my mind, and that if I

even imagined her death, then the thin flow of her life

would cease. I lashed my mind, and desperately clung
to the conviction that the child must live. I was like

a mother who all alone keeps on thinking that her
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lost and missing child is alive somewhere, when all

others believe him dead.

The baby improved to such an extent that a blood

transfusion was no longer necessary. Embracing the

happy hope that all would be well, I left the hospital

and returned home, leaving the child in the incubator.

On that day I recalled a letter from my husband's

mother. In it she said that since this was an evil year,

she had gone to worship at the shrine for the purpose
of casting out evil. My husband, who had left his

mother when he was still a child, always wore next to

his body a small amulet in red brocade case, which she

had given him when he left Japan. He guarded it,

not through superstition, but because he felt his

mother's spirit within it. I somehow felt, too, that his

mother, worshiping at the shrine to ward off evil, was

guarding my child.

Weary with relief and the fatiguing events of the

day, I fell into a drowsy sleep toward twilight. It was

in the sleep-settled darkness of deep night that the

door was violently shaken with an unusual knocking.
I woke up, startled. The sound was ominous, like

knocking at death's door, and at once everything was

clear to me. I needed no information. All my body's
blood stopped flowing.

My husband got up and went to the door. It was
a messenger from the hospital. He said, "It was eleven

forty-five." That voice pierced through my ears. My
feet, hands and heart were paralyzed. I could not

move. From my choked throat not even a groan came,

only my tears flowed without check.
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The short life of ten days, like a morning glory

withering before strong sunlight, had been sucked

away into great Nature. I could see the small child

continuing her travel in the world of death, all alone.

A thin path stretched without end through a bound-

less desert wilderness. It was neither night nor day,

and a pale greenish light shone over everything. On
that thin path my child dragged her feet heavily, step

by step, drawing a dot of shadow behind her. I wanted

to call that pitiable form and run after her. Why could

I not exchange my life for the child's? Why had fate,

leaving me alone, taken away the life of the child just

born? So I thought and thought endlessly, and was

lost in the world, not knowing what to do.

In darkness as well as in bright daylight, the lost

soul of the child floated about me. The sound of fall-

ing rain and the noise of wind were like her wailing
voice. It seemed to me that spiteful fate, seeing me in

agony and despair, shrieked at me with cackling

laughter. All the sorrow of the world seemed to lie

upon my shoulders alone, to bear me down and crush

me.

My sorrow, compared to the misfortunes and trage-

dies which many mothers bear, was insignificant. This

I realized as time went on. The powers of human care

and of modern science had been exhausted, so that I

did not have the sadness of regretting that such-and-

such a method had not been used to save the child.

And the death of a baby prematurely born was a far

lighter sorrow than the death of a grown child,
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brought up in suffering. I was weak and fragile to be

crushed by such small misfortune.

I remembered the words of a farmer's wife whom I

had met in the province of Shinshu before I left Japan.

In a low voice she had said, "To say what is hard

I felt it most when my child died." This woman, wav-

ing her wrinkled hands, had urged me to have tea.

Her family of four children sometimes ate and some-

times did not. The last nursling was placed in a straw

basket and left all alone, with wet diapers, near the

rice field where his mother worked all day. When she

came home at dusk, the empty-stomached children,

tired of crying, sprawled like bundles of rags in the

corners of the kitchen. The woman was sunburned,

and her face was brown and thick-skinned like a

chestnut. She seemed somewhere to have left behind

and forgotten both joy and sorrow, as she carried so

many children about in the midst of poverty. And yet

she said that her child's death was the hardest thing
to bear.

At that time, her feeling had been incomprehensible
to me. But now her words beat against my brain. I

knew for the first time the mind of the mother who
lives in poverty, unable to care adequately for her

children.

I had not understood this mother who worked bus-

ily with the rice plants in the fields, leaving her baby

smelling of diaper in the grass near the field, putting
it in the small basket as though pushing it in. When
she had wanted to divide one pot of rice among her

hungry children, not eating any herself, and had
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found the pot empty, and had loudly scolded the

children, "You do nothing but eat, you bunch of

grain-crushers !" I had not understood her. I had not

known the pain of a mother who cries in her heart,

wishing she could feed her children until their stom-

achs were full, even while she scolds them with her

words. Now I understood all this.

Wherever one goes there are mothers in the midst

of cold and hunger, worrying about their children,

restraining their bitter tears. My sorrowful tears at

last spread out into a love which enfolded the mothers

of the world.

Of the wind

That has scattered the cherry blossoms

The only thing that remains

Is the rippling wave

In the waterless sky.

Kino Tsurayuki



Whither Immigrants

RECEIVING the bright California sun, the

fresh green leaves of the palm trees, showing white

bellies, swam in the high sky and dropped purple-

blue shadows on the ground. Pleasant brightness

seemed to enter and fill my chest.

It was the spring of 1937, and I had come to visit

Los Angeles, planning to stay about six months. Of

the hundred thousand Japanese said to live in Amer-

ica, sixty thousand are gathered around Los Angeles.
For this reason, the city gave me a feeling of dear

familiarity, as though I had returned to Japan, as

though I had come back home after long absence.

When I went to the Japanese business section,

"Little Tokyo," in downtown Los Angeles, all the

air's clear brightness was absorbed in closely built

rows of small gray houses, in narrow streets, and in

dusty air. For an instant I felt sad; but "Little Tokyo"
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was filled with the fragrance and the memories of my
native land, and warmly it wrapped me about.

From the chop houses with their indigo-colored

drooping awnings, and from the store-fronts with their

kegs of dried pickled radish and their rows of scarlet

ginger, came pungently the odor of food I had eaten

when I was small. It excited sensations of taste long

forgotten; and, as if I had returned to childhood and

again was driven by a desire to eat this and that all

at once, I stood still before the eating places, inhaling

the odors. The names of stores, the board signs, all

the characters I saw, were in the dear familiar charac-

ters. In the small show-window of a store bearing the

sign "Green Tea" in a circle, I saw teacups and tea-

pots of green, semi-transparent Japanese porcelain,

and black-lacquer bonbon boxes designed with golden

chrysanthemums laid modestly and properly in rows.

Next door to this store was a buckwheat noodle house;

and behind its half-open shoji a phonograph began
to play a Japanese folk song. The melancholy tune

drifted into the street, bearing recollections of the

native land. Inside the store, listening with absorbed,

half-dazed eyes, several guests sat motionless.

The women I met on the street walked with backs

rounded and faces down, taking short steps with toes

pointed inward. One woman, coming out from the

clothier's on the corner, stopped suddenly near me
and greeted a woman coming from the opposite direc-

tion, "Am ma" Both of them, lowering both hands as

far as their knees, deeply bowed and raised their

heads repeatedly. It was as though hereditary Japa-
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nese etiquette had seeped into their bodies, so that

their heads dropped naturally.

At the clothier's on the corner, bright flower-pat-

terned silk crepe, and tied and dyed waistbands dot-

ted with red and yellow shouted out brilliant color.

The beauty of soft silk overflowed the store-front, and

tempted the eyes of the passing women. It was the

desire of mothers to dress their small daughters, jump-

ing about in short American dresses and showing their

legs, in Japanese kimonos; to teach their daughters

Japanese dancing, tea ceremony and flower arrange-

ment; to remind them of the image of Japan.

In a vegetable store two or three houses farther

down the street, a young man was sprinkling water on

the vegetables. Wet spinach, brightly green and with

the shining red stem-ends bundled, purple lotus roots,

and pure white radishes were piled up high in rows.

Even the arrangement of vegetables, unlike that in

American stores, was planned skilfully and ingeni-

ously, with a view to color. As I walked down these

streets wliose color, odor, voices and music reminded

me of Japan, I sensed the thoughts of my compatriots
in America, and I felt like exchanging words with

the passing people whom I did not know.

Very soon I began to write a column for a Japanese-

language daily newspaper, and every day I came to

its office, which was located in the center of "Little

Tokyo." Although this was America, Japanese life here

was controlled by developments in Japan, four thou-

sand miles away. Joys and worries were determined

by what went on in the land of the ancestors.
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Japan, since the Manchurian incident, had been

more and more controlled by militarists who moved

national policy at the point of the sword. In February,

1936, impaling on their swords the nation's important

statesmen who refused to conform to the Army offi-

cers' ideas, they had attempted a coup d'etat. I had

heard of these incidents with sad heart. Since then,

the Army had not refrained from such acts, but rather

had thrust out its sword and wilfully managed the

affairs of the nation.

When Japanese nations raised their voices in op-

position to the Army, those voices, like an echo in the

mountains, resounded unchanged in the minds of

the American Japanese. The women bowing on the

street, the young man in the vegetable store, the peo-

ple in the restaurant listening to the Japanese folk

songs, were all steadily watching Japanese society.

What I felt immediately on coming to Los Angeles
was the unfriendly feeling toward the Army. Worry
about the land of their ancestors furrowed the brows

of these people. Sometimes sighing, sometimes angry,

they wanted to defend their motherland from being

trampled upon and ruined by the militarists.

For my jottings-column in the Japanese newspaper
I wanted to get in contact with the life of my people

here, and I went hither and thither to meet many

people and to listen to their sentiments and opinions.

Mingling with these people taught me many things.

My mind seemed to grow like spring grasses under

soft rain as I touched their hearts. There are only a

few Japanese in the eastern part of the United States,

228



WHITHER IMMIGRANTS

and I had had little occasion to know the suffering and

pain of the Japanese in America. Leaving behind them

the native soil where they had lived for generations,

migrating to America whose language and customs

were different from theirs, cutting open the path of

hard living, these people had special strength to en-

dure the suffering; and at the same time they always

kept secret their solitude and their longing for the

homeland.

I was staying in the home of a woman who made a

humble living for her son and herself by selling cos-

metics to Japanese women. She understood the people

nearby as if they lay in her palms. I asked her to take

me with her in her business car. Rocking over the

roads with her and her cosmetic bottles, I visited the

Japanese farmhouses and fishing villages near Los

Angeles.

Japanese farmhouses could be recognized even

from outside. The houses were small and humble; but

the gardens were always thoroughly cared for, and

green rows of vegetables waved in the wind. House-

wives came to welcome us, rubbing their mud-soiled

hands, wearing good-natured smiles on their sun-

burned faces. Lovable children attached themselves

to the women's waists and looked up at my face curi-

ously. When beautiful make-up creams and powders
were spread out in a bare, unornamented room in a

farmhouse, then the smile anticipating town-going-

day shone like bright sunray on the faces of the young
farm mistresses.

On Terminal Island in San Pedro Bay, which is
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known as a Japanese fishing village, the men spent a

twenty-four-hour day on the sea as fishermen, while

the women were hired in the fish canneries. The fac-

tory whistle blew poh! poh!its sound blown by a

sea wind along the street smelling of fish. Japanese
women in groups, three by three, and five by five,

overflowed from the factory gate, kicking their white

calico skirts as they trudged through the sandy dust.

The fishing street, which had been bare even of

human shadow, came suddenly to life, resounding
with the raucous voices of the women. The houses

standing in rows like match boxes on the sand were

humble shanties, designed only to keep out wind and

rain. When the mothers returned home, their children,

who had been hiding somewhere, appeared, kicking

and scattering the sand. Blue American trade-union

buttons were attached to the collars of the women's

white work dresses. One of the women, sitting in the

entrance of her house, displayed the button proudly,

saying that because of it her wages had been raised.

She came from the birthplace of my husband, a small

fishing village in southern Japan, and I immediately
felt that there was a close bond of intimacy between

us.

Seeing her smile, I felt deeply moved; for I thought
that the Japanese here, even though they seem to be

living on a lone island cut off from American society,

are exposed, after all, to the winds and currents of

the age, and are touched by them. The Japanese are

treated as stepchildren by American society, and are

always hedged in by fences of prejudice, but some-
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time, gradually, these fences may be removed. The

C.I.O., from the beginning, ruled out racial discrimi-

nation and encouraged the Japanese to join; the A.F.

of L., which had long refused admittance to Japa-

nese, has also begun to take them in.

On my way home that evening, as I gazed up at the

pale purple dusking sky, I thought of my husband far

away. Perhaps his letter had been patiently waiting

all day long on my desk. Though we were apart, our

two minds were as one, and in my heart he lived

always.

In the morning, while writing my column, I looked

out of the window of the newspaper office upon the

street of "Little Tokyo," and thought of the hidden

sorrows of my compatriots. In California the notion

that the Japanese are an inferior race is still prevalent.

Often Japanese do not even have the liberty to rent

and live in houses outside of certain districts. When

they go to a barber shop or a drugstore, they are

sometimes treated rudely, and even refused service.

The sensitive feelings of those who live in a strange

country are easily wounded by such slight things as

a look or a manner of speaking. It is in order to avoid

the hard, lonely feeling of having their pride tram-

pled upon, that the Japanese cling together as closely

as they do, and do not mix in American life. The
street which the farm wife looks forward to visiting

is not the Broadway of Los Angeles, but the minutely-

built, elaborate and confusing street of "Little Tokyo."
Some Japanese people grow nervous even when they
walk along a street among American people, and their
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hearts become heavy. A whole family going on a

happy picnic will not choose the beautiful mountain

and seashore spots which surround Los Angeles, but

will go to one particular spot where Americans do not

go. For fear of the treatment they might receive, some

Japanese women I met had not taken one step out of

the Japanese section, although they had lived in Los

Angeles for over ten years.

Even though Japanese immigrants have cultivated

the wild land to green, have laid down railroads and

cut and brought down lumber from the mountains,

and have lived several decades in this country, they

cannot become American citizens. When they con-

sider the fact that they have no right to own or even

to lease the land which they have cultivated, they

turn to the thought that their children, born here, will

have the privileges of American citizenship, denied to

them. They hang all their hopes on their children.

Most of these people who migrated to this strange

land to break the new ground of their fate, were with-

out education; and they have been so busy working,
smeared with mud, that they have had no time to learn

even a word of English. Whenever they gaze at their

rough chapped hands, they hope their children will

not suffer in the same way. It is the common desire

of Japanese parents to give their children the educa-

tion which will provide new vistas and opportunities

in life, and often they endure great hardship in order

to raise the necessary funds.

But these children in whom the parents thus rejoice

gradually grow away from their elders as they ap-
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proach maturity. It is the parents' pleasure to see the

tall stature of the younger generation, and their man-

ner of walking lively, long-legged like the Ameri-

cans'as they go along kicking the sidewalks. But it

is a grave worry to see that the children, not only in

appearance, but also in manner of thinking, have

become American. The eyes of the children no longer

shine at the story of the Japan which the parents

long for. The second generation, grown up in Ameri-

can atmosphere, cannot understand the Japanese cus-

toms which their parents cherish. Difference in

thought between parents and children may be com-

mon in every age and in every land; but in this case,

with the widely dissimilar background of Japan and

America, the difference is infinitely greater.

As the second generation in Los Angeles comes of

age, there are many instances where a broad, deep
channel is dug between children who insist upon their

independence and parents who cannot understand

them. In many families, the parents speak Japanese
and the children English; and the lack of a common

language and the impossibility of expressing more

subtle feelings, further strains the relationship. Often

children who are graduated from universities find no

positions open to them, and they are obliged to labor

at back-breaking work like their parents a bitter dis-

appointment. Members of the second generation,
even though they are American citizens, find them-

selves pushed toward social ostracism because their

skin is yellow; and they tend to accept discrimination

as their fate.
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Looking down on the street of "Little Tokyo/' I

thought of all these things.

When summer began in "Little Tokyo," there was

a gay Japanese festival. Girls, pretty in their kimonos,

spread out like flowers, and, dancing to the music of

the samisen, paraded all over the streets. From the

eaves hung rows of Gifu lanterns, and wind bells tin-

kled in the gentle breeze. No one thought then that

a month later, on the night of the Star Festival, on the

seventh day of the seventh month, the Chinese inci-

dent would begin and blow a cold war wind.

In the whirl of the Sino-Japanese war, I thought

sadly of my uncle, youngest brother of my mother,

who had become a Chinese Ronin. Chinese Ronin

carry on espionage for Japan, serving as the Army's

finger tips; they enter the Chinese interior and survey

the topography; or when Japan wants to start trou-

ble, it is their duty to stir up a superficial pretext.

This was the uncle who had held me steadily on his

lap in the jinrikisha on the day of Mother's funeral.

When I was small, he had also rejoiced and frightened

me by skilfully recounting Western detective stories

which he had read in translation. I remembered his

face only hazily, but I still cherished a beautiful,

clear, deep green jade oval which he had once brought
back from China as a souvenir. I knew that he spoke
Chinese well, and that he was said to look just like a

Chinese when he was dressed in Chinese apparel.

What was he doing now? In what part of China? My
heart ached whenever I thought of him there.
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The conflict between Japan and China began to

cast dark shadows on the streets of "Little Tokyo."

The Japanese watched the development of the war

with troubled gaze, and prayed that it would not be-

come serious. As at the time of the Manchurian inci-

dent, if Japan set the world against her, and relations

between Japan and the United States were no longer

smooth, the Japanese in America would taste the bit-

ter cup. But the Japanese-language newspapers in Los

Angeles, unconcerned with the worries and embar-

rassment of the people, set their pens together to

justify the invasion of China. I could no longer ex-

press my opinion in the paper. Unpopular persons
who had supported the Army suddenly spread out

and became arrogant, their faces seeming to say, "The

time has come." The serious voices opposing the war

gradually diminished, as if ground to extinction. Fear-

ing to be called betrayers of the nation, the people
concealed their fears and even restrained their sighs.

The atmosphere of the Japanese streets became more

tense, day by day.

It was an especially hot day in the early part of

September, some two months later. Even when the

sun was low, the wind did not stir, and steaming heat

stagnated in the narrow streets of "Little Tokyo." On
the pillars at the entrance of Yamato Hall were

pasted long papers bearing the characters in very
black ink: "Lecture on the Truth of the Sino-Japanese
Incident." Similar posters, with special vermilion cir-

cles on them, were pasted on telephone poles at strate-

gic street corners. This was the first mass meeting
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since the beginning of the Sino-Japanese conflict, and

the speaker was to be a Japanese Army man who had

been on the scene of action in North China.

Most of the people who gathered at Yamato Hall

went in hurriedly, their dark faces shining with sweat,

their brows wrinkled by frowns, their expressions seri-

ous. Their bodies, which had suffered from long years

of labor, were bent; their bones, thrusting out the

skin, were like joints of old trees that had been ex-

posed to wind and rain. Behind the men, the women,

stiffly wearing their starched street dresses, went into

the hall as if chasing their husbands. When I entered,

the air was stifling with people's breathing. But the

people, sitting on hard bare benches, their hands rest-

ing on their knees, listened earnestly to the story of

the Army man who stood on the platform. He said:

"For the sake of eternal peace in the Orient, our

Imperial Army is fighting under blazing skies against

savage and merciless China. China was contemptuous
of the strength of our Army, and presumptuously vio-

lated our rights and broke the peace. The Chinese

population is almost drowning in the poison of Com-

munism. Our nation, headed by the throne occupied

by a single dynasty from time immemorial, was unable

to bear this. In order to save our neighbor, China, we
took the present step, without stint of sacrifice, and

with the mercy of a parent's mind.

"Chiang Kai-shek has degenerated into a puppet
of the Communist Party, and, inciting the ignorant

Chinese masses, has made them resist our Army. Piti-
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able are the Chinese masses that are deceived by Chi-

ang Kai-shek.

"The foreign correspondents who are on the battle-

field are also deceived by the skilful propaganda of

China, and are scattering false news throughout the

world. Only one agency the Domei News, which

receives the news directly from our commanders-

gives an authoritative and true report.

"Our nation is a superior nation, unparalleled in the

world. On the day our flag of the rising sun is planted
on the Chinese continent, on that day eternal peace
will come.

"You who are in America have shed tears of anger
and sorrow at the insulting treatment you have re-

ceived. Now your fatherland is showing the world its

brilliant military might. You who have such a proud
fatherland can, without fear, thrust out your shoul-

ders and walk, swinging your arms wide."

When the two-hour speech of the Army man was

over, it was quickly decided, in the midst of the excite-

ment of applause, to present an airplane to the Japa-
nese Army, as a patriotic contribution from the Los

Angeles Japanese.

My whole body was filled with a hot current of

blood, and in my mind sorrow and anger ran wildly.
These honest, quiet, working people were engulfed
in war

spirit. The anti-military, peace-loving senti-

ment which until recently they had held where had
it gone? For the moment they had been carried away;
some day they would know and understand the truth.

Many simple people are naively moved by false
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propaganda; but there are true patriots left who,

though they are few in number, oppose the invasion

of China fearlessly, like the pine tree which stands

boldly on a steep crag. The flame in their minds will

burn some day with a great light a light which will

pierce the lie-shadows that darken the earth.



A Soldier's Notebook

THE SMALL NOTEBOOK, about three by
five inches, had black leather covers. The leather

had been rubbed every day by the owner's hands;

it had been steamed by the sweat of his body. The

color had faded to a stained and spotty brown, and

the worn edges and corners showed the burnt, brown

underskin. Feeling that I could see in it the form of

the soldier, steeped in sweat, rolling in mud, pant-

ing among bullets, I placed the faded notebook on

my palm and stared at it steadily.

It was an Army notebook, one of the kind that a

Japanese soldier always receives from his superior
officer when he enters the Army. In it he writes every

day's action. If he loses it, he is punished severely.

If he dies, it returns in his stead to his wife and chil-

dren. The owner of this notebook perished like dew
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on a battlefield in China. The notebook was preserved

by the Chinese Government, acquired by an Ameri-

can writer traveling in China, and brought by him

to New York, miles over sea and land away from the

whirling fire of battle.

The touch of the cold leather seemed to seep into

my hand, and in my eyes floated a long column of

advancing soldiers, crawling on the ground. I could

see the column of soldiers, crushed under heavy

knapsacks and bayoneted rifles, dragging their feet

without rest, crossing the mountains and rivers of

limitless China, migrating from one gray field to an-

other, not knowing their destination, marching with

lips unmoving, and on their earth-colored faces no

smile. In the heavy silence, only the confused sound

of their footsteps rose incessantly from the earth. The

owner of the notebook, who was one of that column

and had concealed his thoughts in the notebook,

seemed now to stand by my side. The notebook whis-

pered to me in his voice.

I turned the leather cover. On the first page was

written his Army address, Infantry Private in the

Itagaki Division, Nagano Detachment, and his num-

ber and name. On the next page, his home address,

the name of his wife, and the names and ages of his

small daughters, were filled in. In the remaining space
on the page, as if hurriedly added as an afterthought,

were conspicuous, slanting letters in running script:

"Please be kind enough to send this notebook to

my home."

The Army address and home address were writ-
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ten repeatedly throughout the notebook, so that his

identity would still be known if the front pages were

torn away.
I turned the pages, tightly filled with small char-

acters. The record had been conscientiously written,

day by day; it must have been composed word by

word, earnestly, with the thought that it would go

back to the loved home even if his body were buried

somewhere in the grass or under the stones of China.

In the early part, the letters were even, showing
traces of careful brushmark. The sentences, too,

strove to paint an objective picture of this soldier

going to war; they were embellished with brave words

like those written in newspapers. But as the diary

went on, the borrowed adjectives disappeared, and

honest feelings that welled up in him fear, loneli-

ness, uneasiness stood naked and exposed on the

pages.

I judged from the penmanship and manner of writ-

ing that this was probably a man who had had gram-
mar school education; but there was evidence here

and there that he had mastered difficult words with

great effort. He was probably a man who, while work-

ing in a factory, had gone to night school and labor-

iously read newly published works. There are many
factory workers who have persevering determination

to make up for their lack of education, and who em-

brace knowledge with an ardor unknown among ordi-

nary university graduates. From the notebook I drew
the image of such a man. He had probably been thirty-

two or thirty-three years old.
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I imagined, as I read the pages, a man who, until

the summons to the colors was issued, wore dusty

green cotton trousers, known as rape-leaf suit, with

the muscles of his arms and shoulders standing out

strongly. When he returned home from the factory

at night, he would carry his small daughters on both

shoulders and make them shriek with joy. When the

summons came, he left home and native land, part-

ing from his old mother, his wife, and his two chil-

dren. He embarked at Ujina Port on the transport

Hokushin Maru, and when it approached the China

war front, kicking the blue waves of the China Sea,

his mind was deeply depressed, thinking of the fam-

ily he had left behind. The moment of parting lived

again in the diary:

The small, younger child, not understanding any-

thing, was held quietly in her mothers arms. The

older daughter clung to the breast of my uniform

and would not let go, and she cried repeatedly,

"Father, even if you go to war, dont die. Come back

alive, without fail, with the Order of the Golden

Eagle." That voice, that form, burn into my ears and

eyes. I can never forget the image of my pitiful daugh-
ter clinging to my uniform.

On some pages of the notebook the characters were

fine and sedately set down; on others, big, wild let-

ters protruded from the lines and danced madly on

the page. The characters seemed to reflect faithfully

the movement of the mind:
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Again dreamed of my wife. Even in dreams it is

good. Happy to meet my dear wife.

In Kiauchau Bay many Japanese transports were

floating. My mind flies to Japan. Will the day come

when I will return alive in one of them, or will I

become a part of the Chinese soil?

At night the truck refused to run in the mud. I

walked all night over a mountain path, pushing it

from behind. Tired, my body reduced to pulp.

The characters written in the trenches, while the

soldier lay on his belly in mud and wrote by pale

swaying candle light, were broken and wild:

It's damp and cold in the trenches. I dreamed of

my wife in hardship.

In this short sentence I understood the mind of the

soldier filled to overflowing with worry, and I stared

at it for a long time.

On the day he went into battle for the first time,

he wrote his dying wish in characters three times the

usual size. His trembling mind was reflected in his

trembling hand:

I think I have served my mother as much as I was
able. I dont remember one quarrel with my wife who
has lived with me for ten years, and I loved my chil-

dren.

So it began. Then the names of intimate friends and
relatives were listed, often with a broken "Good-by,

good-by!", often with the repeated sentence:

243



RESTLESS WAVE

Thank you for all the things you did for me when

I was alive. I am dying for the nation.

Over and over, in order to raise his depressed spirits,

he told himself that he was sacrificing his life for

the Emperor. But in the corner of this soldier's mind,

did not doubt of the need of his sacrifice reveal its

face? Did not his repetitions show his suffering and

pain?
Alive after this first battle, he continued the diary:

Today, for the first time, received wages for fifty

days: fifteen yen and eighty sen. Kept three yen with

me and sent the rest home.

I wait for a letter from my wife. Wrote jour-page
letter to my wife and two to my daughters.

When our army arrived in a small village, there

remained only old people and children for the vil-

lagers had fled. Searched the houses one by one. When
I entered one home, small children and an old mother

were sitting in fear. The children were about the same

ages as mine, and without thinking I told the old

mother that I too am father of two children of the

age of hers. Then the old mother, with a relieved

look, kindly poured out some tea for me.

Two Chinese captives at Lukiachwang were be-

headed again today.

This last sentence suggests that the event was a rou-

tine one.

In order to make our soldiers unafraid, they are

made to charge against the captives.
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Involuntarily I closed the notebook and dropped it

from my hands. I could see the Chinese soldiers kneel-

ing, with their hands and legs tied. I could see the up-

slanting eyes, strained lips, and twisted faces of the

Japanese soldiers charging with bayoneted guns. The

soldiers watching the proceedings were soulless and

like shells of men.

In the beginning, the charging soldiers and the

watching soldiers were ordinary human beings, with

gentle minds. Those minds would have been tortured

in bright sunray of white day and in darkness of

night by the blood-stained faces of the Chinese cap-

tives at the ends of bayonet points. But when gentle-

ness was condemned as cowardice and femininity,

when cruel violence was exalted as strength and valor,

when massacre was made their duty as soldiers then

these soldiers extinguished their human minds and

threw away their souls. It is said that unusually large

numbers of men in the Japanese Army go insane be-

cause they are unable to bear the violence of cruelty

forced upon them. Longing for the wives and chil-

dren from whom they have been torn, frightened by
the shadow of death and horror, they try by any means

to forget their loneliness and hopelessness. They turn

to wine which hardens the mind, and escape from

pain into madness. The beginnings of such abnormal-

ity must have dwelt in the minds of the soldiers who
watched steadily the massacre of captives.

The soldier who wrote matter-of-factly about this

event was the same man who, dreaming of his wife

in snatches of sleep between battles, rejoiced in that
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brief meeting; the same man who wrote in his note-

book on the twenty-eighth day of each month, "Today
is my father's death-day," and who, thinking of his

father and his son who had also died on the twenty-

eighth day of the month, dropped his head for an in-

stant and in the trenches prayed quietly for the re-

pose of their souls. This man was not savage. His

true image > emerging from suffering and wildness,

was that of a family's good father and kind husband.

His diary began in October, 1937, and ended Feb-

ruary 28, of the following year. On the twenty-eighth

day, the death-day of his father and his son, he lay

flat on Chinese soil, never to rise again. I thought of

the little girl who had cried, "Father, don't die," wor-

shiping before the family tablet which held his pho-

tograph, clasping her maple-leaf hands. I thought of

the stooped, heavy-eyed old mother, and of the wife

forlornly bearing her suffering in the winds of the

fleeting world. Their sorrows beat against my breast,

and within my heart burned hatred of the power that

started the war which destroyed this peaceful family.

The soldier who dies telling himself that it is for

the sake of the nation, the wife who tries to console

herself even a little by saying that she lost her hus-

band for the sake of the nation I can understand

these lonely people, clinging to this blind faith. But

do they really believe it from the bottom of their

souls? Sometimes they must wonder why and for

whom life is lost on the battlefield; the time must

come when they will know that they were deceived

in believing that it was for the sake of the nation.
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Looking at the sweat-soaked army notebook, I

thought with anger of the invisible forces which in-

exorably destroyed men who spoke my language, who
were born in my country. Feeling that my heart was

being gouged out and tortured, I turned the pages
and read again the descriptions of massacre.





Epilogue

TODAY THERE IS a self inside me which is no

longer drifting, no longer wandering, though in the

past it often stumbled and many times was lost. This

self has been born from the suffering and pain which

I have seen on the earth, and which has rocked my
heart on the traveled pathway of my life.

Before my eyes float the sweat-smeared faces of

the women who pulled thick, heavy ropes to build

the foundation of our house; I can hear their voices

chanting, and see the babies tied on their bending
backs. In recollection I trace the lifeless, dry-skinned
faces of the girls in the textile factory. When I was

taken to the factory from my school, my eyes looked

with shallow glances at the outside forms of these

girls working with sorrowful eyes in the white cotton

dust and the biting noise of the machines. Today they
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live inside me. My heart hears their whispering voices.

Their sorrows and joys are mine.

Often now I stand before audiences to speak about

my country and to explain the Sino-Japanese conflict.

As I speak, I hear the weeping voices of women who
have lost husbands, mothers who have lost sons; I

hear the painful panting breath of my people who
are ashamed and heartsick and bitter because they are

sent to kill and be killed in China; I hear the sup-

pressed but ever more audible voice of my people

reaching to their Chinese brothers across the sea that

they shall join hands together against their common

oppressors. I tell audiences that this hope is not vain;

that before this war the Japanese people had voted

for a liberal party and for peace; that even after the

war started, many well-known men and women were

imprisoned for anti-war activity; that mutinies are

reported in the Army; that anti-war leaflets are found

in the pockets of dead soldiers; that only the mili-

tarists have started and are waging this war. I say

that America can help end it and encourage the Ja-

panese people in their struggle for peace and freedom

by a boycott of Japanese goods and by an embargo
on war materials.

Driven by my desire to explain these things and

to convey the longing of my people for peace, I jour-

ney for lectures to the Northwest buried in deep

snow, to dreaming New England in spring haze, to

the South where red and purple soil lies under the

sun. Sometimes I meet an invisible will which hides

in shadows and attempts to interrupt me. But when
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the suffering voices of my native land resound so

loudly in my heart, how can I shut my ears, close

my eyes, not hear them, and be silent?

I know that I have displeased my father. My New
Year's card sent to him each year seems to melt away
and vanish into air, and no longer brings me an an-

swer. Even a soulless stone falling to the bottom of a

valley wakens a responding echo; yet I hear only

deep silence from my father, although I listen and

listen, and no sound of response. I wonder with what

thoughts he regards the daughter whose eyes were

opened by him, whose hands were guided by his

away from the narrow world of the grandmother,
and whose mind has now traveled beyond his world

and far away from him. I wonder on what day the

thick silence lying between father and daughter will

be dispersed.

I know that because of my stand it will be impos-
sible for me to go back soon to Japan. But still I can-

not be silent; I cannot betray humanity and my peo-

ple. In thought, even now, I return to Japan. When I

see the blue of the ocean, I am sad, remembering my
country. I envy the birds of passage and in my mind

fly with them over the wide Pacific. In the luminous

circle of the moon I seek the reflection of my native

land. When spring comes in America, I see white

cherry-blossom petals drifting into the cool pool of

the garden where I played as a child. My country
lives in my heart.

But I am not traveling alone, searching for a dream

in darkness. Around me there are many people mov-

251



RESTLESS WAVE

ing in a single tide, their warm hands clasping mine.

And I know the time will come when the voice of

my people, like silent buds growing unseen under

snow, will burst forth gloriously, in triumphant, un-

conquerable spring.


















